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PEE I* ACE.* 



The papers here published consist in part of con- 
tributions to an Edinburgh Magazine, and in part of 
compositions which have not previously appeared. 
Of the former, some have undergone only a sUght 
revision ; othei's have been so modified as to be mate- 
rially changed in character; while several, though, 
save in a single instance, retaining their original titles, 
may be considered altogether new. The series from 
which the republished articles are selected was entered 
upon about the commencement of the author's twenty- 
second year, during the prosecution of theological 
studies in Edinburgh ; the occasion of the step being 
an inaptitude and distaste for private tuition, and a 
facility and pleasure, experienced from an early age, 
in literary comppsition. The selected essays were 
published, with one or two exceptions, in the two suc- 
ceeding years. 

* The remarks in this preface are intended to apply both to the 
contents of the present volume, anci also to th<rae of a Skcond 
Seeit-S, tlie publication of which will immediately follow. 
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An apology may be deemed requisite for offering 
to the public a work, of which even the germ ia found 
in pieces composed at so early an age. Two consid- 
rations chiefly weighed with the writer in permitting 
the publication. He could not let slip the opportunity 
offered of bringing together that portion of his early 
performances, to which, however sensible of theii- 
defects, he could yet deliberately append his signa- 
ture, setting them apart from that far larger poi-tion 
which he would now altogether cast behind him, as 
mere confusions of a too much wasted youth. And 
still more powerfully was he iurtuenced by the reflec- 
tion, which has for a long time had a firm hold on his 
mind, that, where a reading public is so extended as 
that of America, capacities of literary enjoyment, and 
susceptibilities to instruction, will vary so much, both 
in kind and degree, that it is by no means' easy, if 
possible, to judge, within certain limits, irora the ab- 
stract character of a book, whether it wiU or will not 
prove useless: and that, therefore, an author, abdi- 
eating, in great measure, the right to decide as to the 
worthiness or unworthiness of his compositions, ought 
to bow to the unsought expression of pablic will. 
Such an expression seemed to be found in the offer 
of American publishers to issue these volumes : and 
the author screens himself against all attack, by the 
plain declaration, that they would not now, perhaps 
would never, have appeared, but for Ihe enterprise and 
generosity of Messrs, Gould and Limcoi.n. 

The gt-nci-al contents of these Essays, npart from 
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PEE FACE. XI 

their inherent qualities, is such as affords some coun- 
tenance to tlie belief that they may not altogether fail 
in usefulness. They partalie largely of the character 
of an introduction, in successive chapters, to the works 
of great authors living or deceased. Sir Archibald 
Alison has testified to the correctness of the view 
given of his political theories ; and it may be added 
that Mr. De Quincey expressed a very favorable 
opinion of the essay to which his name is appended. 
It must not be thought that the writer affirms on 
every occasion the views he endeavors to define : but 
to open the way, though defectively, to an intelligence 
of any mind exercising a powerful influence upon the 
age, must always be a task of importance. 

The papers on Mrs. Barrett Browning, on Mr. Ten- 
nyson, and on Mr. Buskin are, with several others, 
now first published. To these more weight is attached 
than to the earliest essays. It struck the author, in 
glancing over his paper on Mr. Rusltin, that the very 
strength of his convictions had impeded hira in ex- 
hibiting their grounds, that his feeling of the total 
powerlessness of his opponents had made him careless 
in the use of his weapons. Tliere are things too ghostly 
to stand the blow of an argumentative club ; it passes 
through them as through air ; and so profound is his 
beUef that a large proportion of the critical accusations 
brought against Rusltin are of this sort, that he was 
unconsciously heedless in his assault upon them. It 
may be added that he fell into a mistake as to the 
identity of one of the reviewers whom he attacks ; a 
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mistake, however, which he hardly regreta and does 
not alter, since no man is better entitled to bear blows 
intended for the real, than the supposed, reviewer. 

The writer cannot refrain, before letting fall his 
pen, from expressing in one word his sense of the 
manner in which the American press treated his former 
appearance before the American public. Frankness, 
cordiality, unmerited and exaggerated generosity chai-- 
acterized the welcome received by one totally un- 
known, the native of another land. The thought of 
this will be ever among his most proud and sacred 
recollections : and has added one other to those man- 
ifold and profound considerations, which had formerly 
drawn him, in admiration and affection, accompanied, 
he ventures to think, by a more deep and manly 
inteUigence than is common in Great Britain, towards 
the American people. If the present publication is 
received less favorably than the last, if even it draws on 
itself decided disapproval and rebuke, he will be liable 
to no mistake as to the reason of the change. 

EEHiiN, April I8II1, 1857. 
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ESSAYS 
BIOGKAPHY AND CRITICISM. 



I. 

THOMAS DE QUINCEY AND HIS WOEKS. 

On entering npon the study of De Quincey's writiuga, 
the fii-at thing with which we are impressed is a certain 
air of perfect ease, and as it were relaxation, which breathes 
around. "The river glideth at his own sweet will ;" now 
lingering to dally with the water lilies, now wandering into 
green nooks to reflect the gi'ay rock and silveiy birch, now 
rolluig in stately silence through the rich, smooth meadow, 
now leaping amid a thousand rainbows into the echoing 
chasm, while the spray rises upwards in a wavering and 
painted column. Mildness, or majesty, or wild Titanic 
Strength may be displayed, but the river is ever at the 
same perfect ease, all unconscious of the spectator. "My 
way of wiitmg is rather to think aload, and follow my own 
humors, than much to consider who is listening to me ;" — 
these words, used with express reference to the mode in 
which he composed the "Confessions," ruay be taken as 
characterizing, in a degree more or less eminent, De 
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16 THOMAS DE QUINCEY 

Quincey's universal manner. The goal, indeed, is always 
kept ill view ; however circuitous the wandering may be, 
there is always a return to the subject ; the river's course 
is always seawai'ds : but there are no fixed embankments, 
between which, in straight, purpose-like coarse, the stream 
is compelled to flow : you are led aside in the most way- 
ward, unaccountable manner, and though you must allow 
that every individual bay and wooded creek is in itself 
beautiful, yet, being a Bi-iton, accustomed to feed on facts, 
fike the alligators whom the old natm'alists asserted to live 
upon stones, and thinking it right to walk to the pui-pose 
of a book with that firm step and by that neai-est road 
which conduct you to yonr office, you are soon ready to 
exclaim that this is triiling, and that you wish the author 
could speak to the point. But there is some witchery 
which still detains you ; the trifling seems to be flavored 
by some indefinable essence, which spreads an iiTesistibie 
chaiTO around ; you recollect that nature has innumerable 
freaks, a^d may present, in one quarter of a mile, the giant 
rock and the quivering blue-bell, the defiant oak and the 
trodden lichen, the almost stagnant pool and the surging 
cataract : at length the thought dawns upon you, that this 
author is gi-eat because he cannot help it ; that he is a 
force in the hand of nature ; that, whether you smile, or 
frown, or weep, or wonder, he goes on with the same 
absolute ease, speaking with pure spontaneity the thoughts 
that arise within him. Then your trust becomes deeper, 
your earaestness of study redoubles ; you are profoundly 
convinced that here is no pretence, no unnatural effort ; 
your murmuring turns to astonishment at the complexity, 
richness, and strangely blended variety of nature's effects. 
If your experience is the same as oui^ most honestly was, 
you will proceed fi-om a certain pleasurable titillation. 



by Google 



AND HIS WORKS. 17 

produced by what you deem twaddle, though twaddle 
deUciously spiced by genius, to the conviction that, how- 
ever hanapered, however open to objection, here is an 
intellect, in all the great faculties of analysis, combination, 
and reception, of a power and range which you are at a 
loss to measure or define. We must take into account, in 
judging of the powers of De Quincey, the fact that his life 
has been shadowed by one great cloud, which would have 
fatally obscured any ordinary intellect ; that he has seen the 
stars through a vail, and that we have to mete the power 
of that vision which could pierce such an obstruction. It 
must be remembered, too, that the mind of De Quincey is, 
on all hands, allowed to be one of a veiy singular and 
original kind. It is pre-eminently characterized by two 
qualities, which are partially regarded with suspicion by 
hard thinkers, and tend to lower the expectation of the 
reader who is in search of substantial intellectual suste- 
nance r we mean humor, and what we can only call mysti- 
cism. De Quincey is essentially and always a hmnorist ; a 
humorist of a vety rai'e and delicate order, but whose very 
delicaey la mistaken by hard minds for feebleness or silly 
trifling. He is also, to some extent, an intellectual mystic. 
We use this word in no disparaging sense ; nor do we lay 
emphasis upon the fact, that he has devoted years of study 
to the works of express mystics. We indeed think that 
this last is not of material importance in estimating his 
writings ; the influence of these wi-itei-s was not, it appears 
to us, of sufficient power materially to color his originality. 
By the quality of mysticism, as attaching to the mind of 
De Quincey, we mean rather a certain affinity, so to speak, 
for the mysterious, — a sti-ange idiosyncrasy, in which asso- 
ciations of terror, of gladness, or of gloom, link themselves 
with certain seasons and places. Voic^ of sympathy 
2* 
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18 THOMAS DE QUINCET 

awaken for him, -where no soimcl fella on the general ear ; 
sorrows, from which the common mail of custom and 
coai-seness, or even active practical oocupation, defends 
other men, affect him with poignant anguisli; and joya 
which are far too delicate and aerial to approach the har^ 
man of the world, float over hia soul like spiritual music. 
He has a sure footing in dim and distant regions, where 
phantasy piles her towei-a, and raises her colonnades, and 
wraps all in her weird and wondroos drapeiy. He tells us 
that, " like Sir Thomas Brown, his mind almost demanded 
mysteries in so mysterious a system of relations as those 
which connect us with another world;" and we cannot 
hesitate to use the hint for the explication of much to which 
he does not, in that connection, intend it to apply. We 
are met by expressions of sentiment, regarding smnmer, 
and death, and solitude, which may appear strange or far 
fetched, and told of woea which our duller imi^inationa 
and leas tremulous sympathies almost compel us to deem 
fantastic. Altogether, to the matter effect English reader, 
the phenomena presented by these works are astonishing 
and alarming ; and it is well for him, if his hasty practicality 
does not prompt him to close them at once, deciding that 
here is no real metal for life's highway, but only such aiiy 
materials as might be nsed by some Macadam of the clouds. 
Yet we are confident that De Quincey has performed intel- 
lectual service for the age, which could be shown to be 
practically substantial to the most rigorously practical mind. 
We would specially urge, moreover, that it is quite possible 
that writings may be of the highest value, although one 
cannot ti-ace their association with any department of 
economic affairs. We are practical enough, and make no 
pretension to having "wings for the ether." But let it at 
once be said, that the world is not a manufactory. There 



by Google 



AND HI S WOEKS. 19 

are regions where the spirit of man can expatiate above the 
com field or the counter; it is lawM for the immortal 
principle to rise for a time out of the atmosphere of the 
labor curse ; the universe is really wondei-ful, and it is not 
■well to forget the fact ; nay, finally, it is well for a man, 
perhaps at times it is best for him, to spread the wings of 
liis mind for regions positively removed from, antipodal to, 
practice, if haply he may gain glimpses of habitations 
higher than eaith, and destinies nobler than those of time. 
Bold aa the assertion looks, we should question the power 
of any man to be a docile and accurate disciple of the 
Comte school of philosophy, who found the highest enjoy- 
ment of understanding and sympathy in the works of De 
Quincey ! 

When, beneath all its drapery of cloud and rainbow, the 
grand physiognomic outlines of De Quincey's mind reveal 
themselves to the reader, his primaiy observation will prob- 
ably be, that it is marked by an cxtraordinaiy analytic 
facnlty. Do Quincey's own opinion declares this to be the 
principal power in hia mind; and though we should not 
deem this in itself conclusive, we cannot but think it strongly 
confii-matory of the general evidence gathered from other 
quarters. "My proper vocation," these are his words, "aa I 
well knew, was the exercise of the analytic understanding," 
The more we know of De Quincey's writings, the more are 
we driven to tlie conviction, that his mind is, in this regard, 
of an extremely high order. His intensely cleai- perception 
of the relation between ideas, the delight with wliich he 
expatiates in regions of pure abstraction, where no light 
lives but that of the " inevitable eye" of the mind, the ease 
with which he unravels and winds off what appears a mere 
skein of cloud streamers, too closely twined to be taken 
apart, and too delicate not to rend asimder, afford irresist- 
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20 THOMAS DE QUINCEY 

ible evidence of rare anrtlytio power. That our words may 
be seen to be no rhetorical painting of our own fancies, but 
a feeble attempt to indicate a fact, we shall glance cursorily 
at one or two of those poiiJons of De Quiocey's works wliich 
give attestation of this power. 

The science of political economy ia remarkable as one of 
those in which the abstract and the concrete ai-e seen most 
clearly in their mutual relations. Beginning with mere 
abstractions, or what appear such, with fectora which must 
be dealt with algebrsucally, and seem absolutely independent 
of practice, it proceeds onwards nntil it embraces every 
complexity of our social existence, until every mathematical 
line is turned into an actual, visible extension, and every 
ideal form has to take \^htt shape it can amid the jostling 
and scrambling of life It 11 thus, in our opinion, perhaps 
the very best study in which a m^n can engage for the cul- 
ture of his argumentitn e natuie For, as we say, it has 
every stage : it demands m'ithemitical accuracy in one part, 
and lays down rigidly the ideal law , it brings you on till 
you are in the field and workshop, tilt you have to calculate 
the strength of vatied desires, the probable upshot of com- 
plicated chances, the modifications produced by a thousand 
nameless infiuences. From the mathematical diagram to 
the table of statistics, from the academy to the street, from 
the closet of the philosophei- to the world of tlie statesman, 
political economy conducts the student. Whatever the 
practical value of the science to the merchant, legislator, 
moralist, or philanthropist, — and we have no leisure to 
demonstrate, as we think is posssible, its practical value to 
eacli, — it scarcely admits of a doubt, that, as an instrument 
of mental culture, it is invaluable. But this remark is 
uicidental : we have glanced at the general nature of the 
science of political economy, in order that we may exhibit 
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clearly the particular department in which De Quincey is 
distinguished. This, of coui-se, is the abstract portion. 
The fimdamental laws of the science, or rather the one 
fimdamental law on which it is all built, furnished his mind 
with occupation. This one fundamental law is the law of 
value. It determines what is, viewed abstractly, the grand 
cause which fixes the relative value of articles, — how much 
of any one will exchange for so much. of any other. Once 
this is fonnd, you know whence all deviations depart, you 
know how each modifying element will act, you have, so to 
speak, formed your theory of the seasons, although you 
cannot tell what showers may fall, what winds may blow, 
what ripening weeks of sunshine may usher in the hai-vest. 
"He," says DeQaincey, "who is fully master of the subject 
of value, is aJready a good political economist." We agree 
with him, and think that political economy fii-st and forever 
became an Mtablished science, when the theory of value 
was perfected. The honor of having published the demon- 
stration belongs to Dai'id Ricardo; but De Quincey, as 
has so often happened, found himself anticipated mth the 
public. He had arrived at the same results; but little 
remained for him to do, save to silence a few objectors 
who long contmued to oppose Ricardo. Tliia he did in 
the "Templars' Dialogues," in a manner so clear and con- 
duMve, that assent may be said to have become synony- 
mous with comprehension. It is difficult to convey any 
idea of these papers to one who has not read them. To 
quote any passage were an improvement upon the brick 
sample of the house, for it would be to oifer a stone as 
sample of an arch ; to abridge is out of the question, for 
they are models of terseness. Considered as pieces of 
reasoning, they are truly masterly. There is an ai-tistic 
perfection about them. The beauty of precision, of clear- 
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22 THOMAS DE QUINCET 

ness, of absolnte perfoi-mance of the thing required, is the 
only beauty admissible. Accordingly, tliere ia not an illus- 
tration which is not there simply because it speaks more 
cleai-ly than words ; there are no flourishes of rhetoric ; all 
ia quiet, orderly, conclusive, hke the British line advancing 
to" the charge, and with the eame result. It is true that, 
even in them, De Quineey could not be dull, sind so there is 
the slightest infusion of humor, which adds a raciness to the 
whole, and is thus promotive of the general effect. Mr, 
M'Culloch, a man not given to enthusiasm, says of these 
papers, that they " are unequalled, perhaps, for brevity, 
pungency, and force," 

De Quincey'3 introduction to political economy was char- 
acteristic, and iUustrates remarkably the nature of his 
powers. He took to it as an amusement, when debility had 
caused the cessation of severer studies. About the year 
I81I, he became acqutunted with a great many books and 
pamphlets on tlie subject; but it seems that what had 
employed the concentrated, protracted, and healthful ener- 
gies of men for about a couple of centuries, could not for a 
moment bide the scrutiny of his languishing eye. Thus 
politely and composedly does he indicate his general impres- 
sion of what books, pamphlets, speeches, and other compo- 
sitions bearing on political economy had come in his way : — 
" I saw that these were generally the very dregs and rinsings 
of the human intellect ; and that any man of sound head, 
and practised in wielding logic with a scholastic adroitness, 
might take up the whole academy of modem economists, 
and throttle thefiu between heaven and earth with his finger 
and thumb, or bray their fungus heads to powder with a 
lady's fan." Such sudden and amazing proficiency, we 
presume, scientific professors would not extremely desire. 
However, this surprising pupil was soon to meet the mas- 
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ter: — "At length," he proceeds, "in 1819, a fiipiid in 
Edinbui-gh sent me down Mr. Rieardo's book ; and, recur- 
ling to my own prophetic anticipation of the advent of 
some legiahitor for this science, I said, before I had finished 
the first chapter, 'Thoa art the man!' Wonder and 
curiosity were emotions tiiat had long been dead in me. 
Yet I wondered once more : I wondered at myself, that I 
could onee again be etiniulated to the effort of reading; 
and, much more, I wondered at the book. Had this pro- 
found book been really written in EngUnd during the 
nineteenth century? * « * * Could it be that an En- 
glishman, and he not in academic bowere, but oppressed by 
mercantile and senatorial* carea, had accomplished what all 
the universities of Europe, and a eentniy of thoiight, had 
failed to advance even by one hair's breadth ? AH other 
writera had been crashed and overlaid by the enoi-moug 
weight of fiicts and documents ; Mr. Ricardo had deduced 
a jyriori, from the understanding itself; laws whicli first gave 
a ray of light into the unwieldy chaos of matei'ials, and bad 
consti-ucted what had been but a collection of tentative 
discussions into a science of regnlar proportions, now first 
standing on an. eternal barfs," 

Are our readers acquainted with the "Principles of Politi- 
cal Economy and Taxation," by David Ricardo? If not, 
they will hardly appi-eciate De Quincey's enthusiasm, or 
understand what it implies. Butler and Edwards are by no 
means di-awing-room authors, yet the perusal of their works 
seems to us to approacli the nature of an intellectual recre- 
ation, compared with that of this book of Ricai-do's. We 
consider it that volume which, of all we know, requires the 
highest tension and effort of intellect. It has a thousand 

* "Senntorial:" — this is a mistake. Ricardo entered the House of 
Commons in 1819; Ilia worit was publislied in 1817. 
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times been charged with obscurity, and a filmy subtlety of 
speculation ; yet its difficulty consists principally in that it 
is the production of a mind so exceedingly clear, that it 
could completely master and fwEy embrace a subject, by 
seeing its great leading points of illumination, without 
tracing the path from the one to the other. Thus the 
reader is, as it were, carried from eminence to eminence by 
the writer, without being shown the way he travels; and 
having reached each, not by the usual step by step method, 
he is moved to question the reality of hia progress, and to 
object to the extraordinary new method of instruction, in 
which he must ever and anon commit himself to the strong 
ai-jn or wing of the preceptor, to be earned to a higher 
station. He feels that too large a demand is made on liis 
iUth ; he wishes to walk a httle by sight. Ricai'do coolly 
sets him down, with the assurance that his progress has 
been real, and that now he stands on a higher platfoi-m than 
he ever occupied before ; but with the declaration, that he 
miist find some other to explain pedagogically the mode of 
advancement, since there are further heights to which his 
guide must forthwith ascend. Now, De Quincey liad the 
supreme satisfaction of going side by side with Eicai-do in 
bis aeiaal voyagings ; he knew well whither ho waa going, 
and the absolute certainty that it was onwards ; he could 
look down, with a satisfied, half-sneering smile, upon the 
Btrugglers below, who jogged honestly but slowly along, 
proclaiming their distmst in all aerial carriages. In those 
"Templars', Dialogues" he seems to sit in the chariot with 
Ricardo, laughing at Malthus and other disbelievers, and 
calling to them to look up, and see that all their difficulty 
of apprehension lies in the feet, that the one path is through 
the air, straight as an arrow's flight, while the other is along 
the ground, amid sand heaps and tangled jungles, De 
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Quincey himself lias admirably described the nature of 
Eicardo's obscurity, by saying that, if it can be fairly 
alleged against him at ail, it can arise only from " too keen 
a perception of the trath, which may have seduced him at 
times into too elliptic a development of his opinions, and 
made him impatient of the taa-dy and continuous steps which 
are best adapted to the purposes of the teacher. For," 
he adds, " the fact is, that the laborers of the Mine (as I am 
accustomed to call them), or those who dig up the metal 
of truth, are seldom fitted to be also laborers of the Mint, 
—that is, to work up the metal for current use." " Seed 
corn," saya Goethe, "shonldnotbeground." Suchwerethe 
difiiculty and the obscurity of Ricardo. Now, we certainly 
should found no claim to an extraordinary analytic feciilty 
on the mere power to comprehend any author ; but the fiict 
of keen enjoyment, of free, exulting pleasure being derived 
fi'om the perusal of a book, is always conclusive proof of 
an affinity with the powers it exhibits; and the instant 
recognition with which De Qnmcey welcomed Eicardo's 
discoveries, as well as the perfect comprehension, nay, light 
and graceful, and absolutely commanding mastery, with 
which he ever after used and expounded them, may be 
regarded, even independently of his omi words, as sufS- 
cient evidence that he himself had trodden the same high 
path, that the same laws unfolded themselves, almost con- 
temporaneously, to the analytic intellects of De Quincey and 
Eicardo. We claim not for the former any honor which 
the succession of the years denied him ; but when the ques- 
tion is not of the honor of a discovery, but the possession 
of a faculty, our argument is irresistible. We think, there- 
fore, that m the mere power of analysis, leaving all else 
out of account, an equality may be vmdicated for Do 
Quincey with the great le^slator in political pconomy, 
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More than this we do not el^m; bnt no one who hag any 
acquaintance with the works of Ricardo, will require a fur- 
ther proof that the English Opium Eater is a writer whose 
works deserve earnest study from all who love clear and 
far seeing thought. 

Leaving political economy, and entering the wider field 
of history, profe^mg also no longer to abide with psycho- 
logical con-ectness by the feculty of analysis, but seeking 
the traces of general power and clearness of intellect, we 
would advance the genei-al proposition. That De Quincey 
has looked over the course of hiunanity with such a search- 
ing, philosophic glance, that, desultory though hi^ teachmg 
has been, he has discerned and embodied in his works 
cei-tmn truths of the last importance. They are of that 
sort which may be called illuminative; they are rays of 
light which go along the whole coarse of time, revealing 
and harmonizing ; their value can be fully appreciated only 
when one tj-averses history, carrying them as lamps in his 
hand, and observing how, in their light, the confiised 
becomes orderly, the dai-k becomes bright. 

We cannot find a better instance than in his ideas 
regarding war, Tlieae ftirnish, indeed, a remarkable case, 
and that with which we have been most struck ; we think 
it of itself sufiicient to justify what we have above advanced. 
We had long been of opinion that the ideas regarding war, 
which not only fioated in the public mind, but found coun- 
tenance fi'om men of high and unquestionable powers, were 
eingulai-ly superficial and unsound ; from Foster and Carlyle 
to John Bright, we heard no word on the subject with 
which we could agree. It was tlie first general glance, 
and that alone, which was talien ; the observations on 
which the arguments were based, were such as eveiy 
child must again and again have made, — that war was 
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accom|janieil with great eifusion of blood, that m its scoivl 
the face of the world gathered, blackness as of death, that 
there was no enmity or personal quaiTel between the indi- 
vidual combatants, and the like. Foster vre found unable 
to thrill to the ardors of the "Eiad;" or, if lie did ex- 
perience a rising sense of its glories, we saw him shrinking 
as from sm, and likening the poem to a beantifnl bnt 
deadly knife. Carlyle, with a satire whose intense clever- 
ness made cool examination of the philosophic value of 
bis words aJmost impossible, resolved our French wars into 
the aimless volleys by which the peaceful inhabitants of 
two far-sepai'ated Fi-ench and English villages of "Dcunb- 
drudge" exterminated each other. We found no clear 
conception of the function, in the evolution of human 
civilization, of agencies in themselves calamitous: no phil- 
osophic conception of war in its real nature, as the most 
direful yet indispensable of the effects of reason acting 
under the curse of labor and the obscuration of ein, — the 
sublimely fearfid yet necessary lightning, which has flashed 
in the night of human history. Such were our notions, 
when we happened to fall in with an article by De Quincey, 
in which he treated of war. A glance was sufficient. The 
germs of a whole philosophy of war were before us ; every 
lingering doubt was dissipated. And it was a consoling 
assurance that our views were not, as they looked, pecu- 
liarly savage, to find that De Quincey, whose womanly 
tendei-ness is, to our knowledge, unexampled in literature, 
yet sympathized, with calmest dehberation and profound 
intensity, in those feelings to which men have ever attached 
sublimity, fi-om the shouts of Marathon to the thunders of 
Ti-afiilgar. But could we have imagined a Imguistic garb 
like that in which his reasonings were ai'rayed? How 
pci-foct was the mastery with which the whole theme was 
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grasped ! He played -with his subject ; lie touched it with 
his ma^cian wand, and it took what colors he chose. 
Whatever of dimness had attached to our ideas, was dissi- 
pated as mist by sunlight ; all was boldly, clearly, definitely 
evolved. The thoughts leaped foith in the m a i l of logic 
and the plumes of poetry. 

This paper on war we would cite as, on the whole, singu- 
lai'ly characteristic of De Quincey, Here, most emphati- 
cally, ia there attested the danger of trusting to first 
appearances and impressions. Philosophy and fun so inter- 
mmgle their parts, that one is astonished and startled. 
Now all seems mirth and jollity; the writer is intent on 
proving that the ancients pilfered jokes on a lai-ge scale 
from the modems ; that it mast have been the former and 
not the latter, is phtm, from the fact, that those were 
"heathens, infidels, pagan dogs." Then you have a long 
detail respecting a fund which is to be commenced by a 
half-crown legacy of De Quincey's, and which is to be put 
into requisition when the Peace Congress has prevailed, 
and war vanishes fi-om human history. The fund may 
accumulate at any interest ; ere required, it will, under any 
circumstances, have reached to the moon; therefore the 
man in the moon is named a trustee. The destbation of 
the fund is the support of all those to be put out of em- 
ployment when ai-mies and fleets are disbanded; and the 
trustees are eloquently and earnestly charged to deal hand- 
somely, nor bring disgrace on the testator's memory by 
niggardlmess. And all this giggling alternates with flashes 
of revealing intuition, which rectify your every idea of 
human histoiy, with truths which open up to you the 
vista of the past, and enable you to define the position of 
humanity in the present. It is an intei-mingled dance of 
northern lights, and fiw-illumining gleams of precious 
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i-adiance. The writer is as one sitting in a chariot at 
a Roman carnival, and flinging, from the samo hand, 
craclcers, and sugar plums, and lumps of pure gold. 111 
is it for him who sees the crackers and sugar plums, and 
thinks there can be no gold ! The remai'k applies more 
or less to the whole range of De Quincey's writings. No 
man can iaJl to perceive the jocularity of the paper we 
have been describing ; but if it is important or indicative 
of high powers to see beneath all the supei-ficial phenomena 
of war, and discern its true function in human history, if 
it is a proof of profundity, that a clear, indubitable light 
is cast into regions where Foster and Carlyle stumbled 
about as if blindfold, then we can appeal to the same ai'ticle 
aa a triumphant vindication of the sterling value of De 
Quincey's intellectual powers. And how strongly does 
this confijm what we have said respecting the perfect ease, 
the absolute want of effort, the free, careless naturalness 
with which he writes. 

De Quincey has devoted several papers to an attempted 
proof that the sect of Essenes, mentioned by Josephus, 
were none other than the eai-ly Christians. The series is 
distinguished by great acuteness of ai-gument, and possesses 
that ftscination of style which characterizes every produc- 
tion of the author. The whole logic of the case is brought 
out in a figure, so simple, so precise, and yet so graceful, 
that we may quote it : — " If, in an ancient palace, reopened 
after it bad been shut up for centuries, you were to find a 
hundred golden shafts or pillars, for which nobody could sug- 
gest a place or a use ; and i^ in some other quarter of the 
palace, far remote, you were afterwards to find a hundred 
golden sockets fixed in the floor, — first of all, pillai-s which 
nobody could apply to any purpose, or refer to any place ; 
secondly, sockets which nobody could fill, — probably even 
3* 
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'wicked Will Whiston' might be capable of a glimmering 
suspicion that the hundred golden shafts belonged to the 
hundred golden sockets. And if it should turn out that 
each several shaft screwed into its own peculiar socket, why, 
in such a case, not 'Whiston, Ditton, and Co.' could resist 
the evidence, that each enigma had brought a key to the 
other ; and that by means of two mysteries there had 
ceased even to be one mystery." The unoccupied sockets 
ai'e the several heads in the description of the Essencs by 
Josephus; the missing pillai-s, the early Christians. Thus 
is the whole argument seen at a glance. But we cannot say 
that we have been convinced. We mdeed think it remai-k- 
ably probable that the eaily Christians and the Essenes 
wei'e one and the same ; but we cannot bring ourselves to 
regard Mr. De Quincey's manner of accounting for the name 
satisfactory. We cannot admit the theory of an assumed 
disguise on the part of the Christians. The plain command 
to confess Christ before men ; the almost excessive valor of 
the early Christians, prompting them to comt martyrdom; 
the contrariety of such a method of defence to the whole 
genius of the opposition by the true religion of all that is 
false in eveiy age, which has always been to unsheathe the 
sword in the face of the foe, to fiuig away the scabbard, 
and to defy him in the name of tlie Lord; the scarcely con- 
ceivable possibility of Christians suddenly, as it were, duck- 
ing their heads before the wave of persecution, and emerg- 
ing again, unrecognized, as Essenes; — these and similar 
considerations close the avenues of our mind to the most 
plausible array of proois which could be adduced against 
them. But not only are these papers marked by high 
ingenuity ; they contain sti-iking gleams of insight into the 
whole course of the development of Christianity. We 
think, for instance, that the following remark is not more 
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daring than it is important ; — " In strict philosophic tnitli, 
Christianity did not reach its mature period, oven of infancy, 
until the days of the Protestant Reformation." This casts 
a light before and after. And it is a sublime idea to which 
it leads ; — the idea of the whole human race, through long 
millenniums, gazbg apon the handwiiting of God, and only 
in the alow conrse of centuries spelling it out. There is 
alao, in the articles before us, an exactness of conception as 
to what Christianity really is, which sets De Quincey at a 
quite immeasurable distance from yonr general Christian 
litterateur-. He does not confound it with " virtue," or any 
conceivable ethical theory ; lie does not, with a mouth 
homage which is but disguised atheism, lay artistic hands 
on ChiTStianity, and take it, hke any old mythology, to play 
a part, or to act as a background, in an art novel ; he recog- , 
nizes the perennial, supernatural element inextricably in- 
volved in its very idea, the continual action from age to 
age of the Spirit of God on the mind of man. In various 
parts of his works, indeed, De Quincey exhibits a profound 
insight into the spirit and natm-e of Christianity, — its 
essential distinction from Paganism, as a system of doc- 
trines and morals, and not a mere ritual, and its absolute 
agi'eement with what is darkest and deepest in the human 
heail and history. 

We have Mngered perhaps too long on the subject of De 
Quincey'a strictly intellectual powers; but we regret the 
less having done so, because it is here that our remarks may 
be of the greatest practical value. All men aclmowledge 
De Quincey's genius ; all men appreciate, more or less, the 
grandeur and the delicacy of his imagination ; all own the 
supremacy of his command over the English tongue. But 
we think it is not so generally conceded, that he is a sub- 
atantiaUy valuable thinker ; that there is not only treasure 



by Google 



32 THOMAS DE QUINCEY 

of intellectual amuaemeiit, that tliere are not oiily master- 
pieces of style, within the compass of his works, but that 
there ia much also of that intellectual stuif with which one 
might build up his system of opinion, or on ivMch he might 
nourish his highest powers. Even this we have not so much 
, proved, as indicated the means of proving. We might have 
enlai'ged on the vast stores of his learning, and stiU more on 
the perfect command he has over them all ; how with the 
true poetic might he can fling a subject into the furnace of 
bis genius, shapeless, rugged, and drossy as it may be, and 
show us it agaui floiving out in the purity and brightoess 
of molten gold; how at eleven he was a brilliant Latin 
scholar, and at fifteen could talk Greek, mth such fluency 
and correctness, tliat his master said he could addi-ess an 
Athenian mob better than his instructor an English ; how 
he studied mathematics, and metaphysics, and theology, 
and scholastic logic, and all which could give exercise to his 
soul in the herculean youth of its powers. But we say, no 
more. We think we have said enough to make good our 
point. We differ from De Quincey in several respects : we 
fear that, in theology, we march nearer to the standard of 
Calvin than he would approve ; we have already intimated 
our discontent with certsun of his argiunents on the identity 
of the early Christians and Essenes ; we think he has under-, 
rated John Foster, and he has certainly outstripped our 
charity in the case of Judas : but yet we esteem him, and 
we think our readers will agree with us in esteeming him, a 
really powerful thinker, whose criticism upon human knowl- 
edge, and whose direct contributions to its stores, are 
worthy of being eagerly seized and earnestly scmtinized 
by thoughtful minds. 

Wo havo spoken hitherto of what may be figured as the 
skeleton or brj-e framework of De Quincey's mind, We 
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have fotmd Mm hero comparable ivitli Ricardo. But now 
we pass to a different delineation. We leave Eicardo and 
all dry algebi-aists, geometricians, metaphysicians, and 
scholaistics behind. We come to look upon the glorious 
gai-ment of sympathy in which De Quincey'a mind is robed, 
and his grand imaginative eye, whose glance can clothe 
every algebraic formula in light as of the stars. He him- 
self speaks of the " two Iiemiapheres, as it were, that com- 
pose the total world of human power,— mathematics on the 
one hand, poetry on the other ; " and we must think that he 
can expatiate in both. It is our belief, indeed, that every 
mind of a very high order can. It is of beneficent arrange- 
ment thit men m general are furnished with distinct ten- 
dencies and powers : it is well that each man does his own 
woik belt, and even has a certain suppressed feeling that 
his special noik is the most important in this world. But 
It IS 1 positive and confounding error to apply the general 
rule to the few individual minds which rise far above the 
common ]e\ d Of these minds we think no assertion can 
be made n ith less of hesitancy or qualification, than that 
theii- powers and sympathies are diverse. We can trace 
the smothered gleams of a burning im^ination through the 
works of Jonathan Edwai'ds, like volcanic fires kept under 
by the solid ground, and towered cities, and stable moun- 
tdns, of some Italy or Ti-ina^ria. Plato was the greatest 
prose poet that ever lived; the softening radiance of poetic 
light which played over the massive intellect of Luther gave 
it a beauty which will never fede ; and we have no doubt 
that imagmative fire burned in the unwavering, far-seai'ch- 
ing eye of Calvin, To borrow a suggestion from those words 
of De Qiiincey regarding the hemispheres, we would say, 
that all great men have an intellectual night and an intel- 
lectual day : in the still, vast night, when no color rests on 
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tho eartli, and the stars in their conrsea are treading the 
fields of immensity, they look up calm and abstracted, to 
learn, by pure, unimpassioned thought, the laws of natui^e 
and of truth ; in the blaze of day's smilight, when the world 
is arrayed in its robe of many colors, and clouds, waves, and 
forests are rejoicing in beauty, they also share tho joy, and 
take of the glories of nature to clothe the thoughts revealed 
to them in the wlent night, - - " 

We are not prepared to say that what De Quincey has 
actually accomplished will prove sufficient to vindicate for 
him a place among the mighty ones of bygone ages, among 
the few who occupy the intellectual thrones of the world; 
but we do say, that there are unmistakeable traces that his 
natural endowment was of this royal order, that, in the two 
great forms of intellect — the imaginative and the absti-ao- 
tive — he was magnificently gifted. The reader has seen 
how he was affected by Ricardo's pohtical economy, — it was 
a case of positive, rapturous delight. But now hear this : — 
" A little before that time (1 J99), Wordsworth had published 
the first edition ^n a single volume) of the ' Lyrical Bal- 
lads;' and into this had been introduced Mr. Coleridge's 
poem of the 'Ancient Mariner,' as the contribution of an 
anonymous friend. It would be directing the reader's atten- 
tion too rauoh to myself; if I were to linger upon this, the 
gi-eatest event in the unfolding of my own mind. Let me 
say, in one word, that, at a period when neither the one nor 
the other writer was valued by the public, — both having a 
long warfare to accomplish of contumely and ridicule, before 
they could rise into their present estimation, — I tbund in 
their poems ' the ray of a new morning,' and an absolute 
revelation of untrodden worlds, teeming with power and 
beauty as yet unsuspected among men," These are the 
words of De Quincey. Now, we think it a very remarkable 
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fact, and one to which, in forming any estimate of the 
author of whom we treat, great importance is to be attached, 
that he was the first, or among the first, to haU the rising, 
in quarters of the literary heaven so widely apart, and with 
such an antithetic diversity of radiance of two such stars as 
"Wordsworth and Rieardo. The light of Ricardo ia perhaps, 
in every sense, good and had, the driest in English literature; 
the general intellect even of practical England turns away 
from it. Wordsworth is, of all poets, the furthest removed 
from the practical world: he is the listener to the voice of 
■woods, the watcher of the wreathing of the clouds ; he 
can drink a tender and intense pleasure from the waving of 
the little flower, from the form of its star-shaped shadow ; 
ho can even enter, hy inexpressible delicacy of poetic sym- 
pathy, into the feelmgs which his own creative power im- 
parts, and wish that little flower 

"Conscious of lialf tie pleasure that it gives;" 

from him, too, the general intellect of practical England, as 
proved in the case of Arnold, turns away dissatisfied. In 
the range of De Quincey's sympathies — and the sympathies 
are the voices or the ministers of the powers, the leaves by 
which the plant di-inks in the air of heaven — there was 
compass for both. 

It is no fable of poetry or dream of a fevered brain, 
that the human mind is a macrocosm of nature ; it is a 
feet to whicli even physiological science is now according 
her assent, and which a psychological comparison of the 
intellects of the gi'eat and the small in all ages would 
irreastibly demonstrate. Weakness of Intellect and little- 
ness of intellect ai'e found, when well examined, to mean 
narroivnesa of intellect : trace men, through all theii' grades, 
from those humble forma of the " world school," where 
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sit the artisan, the husbandman, and the private soldier, 
until you reach that august region where human liiBtory 
and all time seem to be spread out, one imperial domain, 
bcueath the sky-like dome of the mind of Shakapeare ; you 
will iind every increase of greatness accompanied by, we 
had almost said synonymous with, expansion of range. And 
we certainly know of nothing in modern literary histoiy so 
boldly and strikingly demonstrative of a superb natural 
endowment, aa the delight, which his own words show to 
have been rapturous, with which De Quincoy watched, on 
the one hand, the imimpassioned Ricardo threading with 
his safety-lamp the unexplored labyrinths of political econo- 
my ; and gaacd, on the other, on nature in the dewy light 
cast over it by Wordsworth, and marked, yet again, the 
m^ician Coleridge, as he blended the glories of chaos and 
creation in one wondrous phantasmagoria round his spectral 
ship and his spectral mariner. I am a man, and nothing 
hmnan do I deem foreign to me : the sentiment is too true 
to gi-ow old ; and the more human I am, the nearer I ap- 
proach to what a man may be, the less is there, in all that 
can be seen or heard, thought or imagined, in ah-, earth, or 
ocean, in literature, science, or art, in all this universe, 
which will be foreign to me. 

And since the sympathies are, as we said, but the ministers 
of the powers, since sympathy is the reconciling, and win- 
ning, and gathering invitation, at whose voice all that there 
is of beauty in stars, Mid clouds, and dew drops, and the 
golden leaflets with which summer fringes her robe of green, 
comes obsequiously to the imagination which can marshal 
them in a new order, or bid a new creation arise from their 
combination, the question here presses itself upon us — 
What has De Quincey himself done, and what field of 
truth has he opened up, what great poetic structure has he 
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bmlt ? The answer is one which can be easily i-endered, 
but which must create sad reflections. We unhesitatingly 
say De Quincey has done much, but we profoundly and 
soiTowfulIy feel tliat he miglit have done much, incalculably 
much, more. Coleridge rose gloi-iously sunward in hia 
mighty youth, sweeping at once into fields of the poetic 
heaven which had not been entered since the days of Mjilton, 
But, as if some maddening or bewildering enchantment had 
fallen on him, it was seen that the aerial poise of bis wings 
became unsteady, he seemed to stagger in the sky, and never 
again, however grand his convulsive flappings, however de- 
termined his efforts to sustain his upward flight, did he sail 
with aught of the Miltonic strength or the Miltonio majesty. 
That maddening encliantment was opium. Under its tre- 
mendous sway fell also De Quincey. The English tongue 
seems somewhat too practically framed to sei-ve Wgll the 
purpose of lamenting ; it affects rather the battle melody, 
or the song of the worker ; and whatever its powers may be 
in this direction, we shall not here tune it to elegaic mor- 
muringa. It is a truly British sentiment which Carlylo 
expresses, when he says ; — 

" 'Tis a tliriftless thing to be sad, sad; 
'Tis a tiiriftless tiling to be sad." 

We shall abandon then the language of regret, and en- 
deavor rather to find cause of rejoicing in what has actually 
been realized for us by De Qiuncey. And truly, if it may 
appear staitlmg or absurd to speak of the English language 
as inexpressive of soitow, when it is the language m which 
De Quincey has written, whUe yet what we allege remdna 
ti-ue, — dnce it is a noble , an elevatmg sorrow, a sorrow which 
makes na weep no weak or ignoble tears, and is immeasur- 
ably removed from whining, to which De Quincey has given 
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expression, — we may say that the sorrow with which we 
regard the influence exerted oyer De Quincey by opium, is 
one which is imuaually and wondrously chequered by gleams 
of gladness. We confess that sorrow is, on the whole, the 
prevailing emotion in onr minds, when we regard the total 
phenomenon ; for we are convinced that nature in perfect 
health will always work more gramdly than nature in any- 
conceivable state of disease, and we doubt not that all the 
beauty which we now admire in the writings of De Quincey, 
had been secured and enhanced liad he never known the 
delirious joys or sorrows of opium. Tet who that has 
looked in wondei-ing admiration at what he has actually 
done, can pretend to say that he can know, by any effort of 
■ coneeptive aght, and not solely by faith, what potentialities 
of gi-ander performance De Quincey did possess ? Are we 
sure that, had there been no opium in the case, such efforts 
had been suggested, or that a canvass would have been 
found for such piotmings ? 

We suppose it will be agreed that there is nothing in our 
langu^e to be compared with De Quincey'a dreams ; nay, 
to speak of comparison is inadmisdble, for they are abso- 
lutely alone ; all other authors who have ventured on vision- 
su-y delineations — smd of these there are enough — would 
gi-ant that their dreams were generically different from his. 
In Germany, there have been two writei-s who can be put 
in comparison with him, — Richter and Novalis. His own 
translations and Carlyle's have made us familiar with the 
terrors and the gloiies of Jean Paul's dreams. The 
" Dream upon the Universe," which De Quincey rendered 
into English in the "London Magazine," and various others 
which are widely knoivn, enable us to foi-m a definite opinion 
regarding his general manner ; and we record it as om- de- 
cided impression, that it may be mmntained as a general 
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truth, that there reigiia over De Qiiincey's dream creations 
a taste more imsterely classic, more chaste, more jmijeatic, 
than ruled those of Richter. The "Siispiiia" have been 
much lauded; we acknowledge their soriDassing power; 
but it la to the " Dream Fugue," fonnded on the " Vision of 
Sudden Death," that we point, witli calmest assurance, as 
illustrating our general remark, and demonstrating the su- 
periority of De Quincey over Jean Paul. In the visions of 
the latter there is a certam barbaric splendor, a chaotic 
■wildness, a bewildering accumulation of fearful or of gor- 
geous images, suggestive rather of the fuiy and might of 
the tempest than of the strength of light. The supremacy 
of order seems, as it were, questioned or questionable. The 
picture is hidden by its own drapery"'; the melody scai-ce 
traceable in the Immeasurable volume of sound. Right or 
wrong, the British intellect cannot tolerate indistinctness. 
Now, in that succession of dreams which we have mentioned, ' 
and which seems to us to constitute De Quincey's master- 
piece, there is, over all the splendor and terror, a clear 
serenity of light which belongs to the very highest style of 
poetic beauty. The conceptions are very daring, but each 
form of spurious originality is absent, — the fentastic and 
the gi-otesque ; there is the mystery of the land of d 
yet so powerful is the imagination which strikes the wh 
into being, that the wondrous pictm-e has the vividness and 
truth of reality ; while, with evei-y change of scene and 
emotion, the language changes too — now rich, gloiving, 
and bold, when the idea is free, simny joyousness — now 
melting into a gentle, spiritual melody of more than ^olian 
softness — and now i-ising to a Homeric swell, that echoes 
the everlasting gallop of the steeda wliieh drag that trium- 
phal ear. This " Dream Fugue " is of no great compass, 
but we think that it would alone have been sufficient to 
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secure a literary immortality. Taken in connection ivitli 
the incident which was its occasion ; considered as a poetic 
idealization of reality, and an effort of linguistic power ; 
tried by the severe rules of art, as demanding the very high- 
est manifestation of order and harmony possible by man, 
■we think we could msuntain against all comers that this is, 
for its size, the noblest production in English prose. And 
we cannot but think that nothing so perfect ever rose before 
the imagmation of Jean Pan! Richter. The little we know 
of the dream paintings of Novalia leads us to think that 
there is a closer similarity between his manner and De 
Qnmcey's, than subsists in the case we have mentioned. 
The delicacy, the mildness, and the powerful imagination of 
Novalis, remind us strongly of De Quincey ; but we do not 
know enough of his writings to draw a detiuled parallel. 

We ai-e utterly unable to justify to oui- readers the above 
opinion respecting the "Dream Fugue;" and we have a 
certain reluctance to associate any description we could 
give with the impressions which the original is fitted to 
produce. But we feel it necessary to give at least some- 
thing like positive proof that our words are not those of 
extravagance ; and therefore we compel oui-selves to at- 
tempt to extract one or two such pieces from the "gorgeous 
mosiwo" of this di-eam, as may, though :^ntly, suggest an 
idea of the whole. 

During the French war, De Quincey used to come down 
annually on the mail-coach from London to Lancashire. It 
was the office of the mail to spread the news of the gi'eat 
victories. On one occasion, he came down after a great 
battle. An incident which occuiTed on the way was the 
occasion of the "Dream Fugue." It was a night which De 
Quincey alone was capable of describing : — 

" Obliquely we were nearing the sea upon our left, which 
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also must, under the present circumstances, be repeating 
the general state of halcyon repose. The sea, tlie atmos- 
phere, the light, bore an orchestral part in tliis nniversal 
lull. Moonlight and the first timid tremblings of the dawn 
■were now blending ; and the blendings were brought into 
a stiU more exquisite state of unity by a slight silveiy mist, 
motionless and dreamy, that covered the woods and fields ; 
but with a vail of equable transparency. * * « « * 
Still, in the confidence of children that tread without fear 
eferj/ chamber in their fiither's house, and to whom no 
door is closed, we, in that sabbatic vision which sometimes 
is revealed for an hour npon nights like this, ascend witli 
easy steps fi-om the sorrow-stricken fields of earth upwards 
to the sandals of God. Suddenly fi-om thoughts like these 
I was awakened to a snUen sound, as of some motion on 
the distant road. It stole upon the air for a moment ; I 
listened in awe ; hut then it died away." 

The coachman was fast asleep, and could not be awaked ; 
the horses were going at a feai'ful pace ; the mail was 
heavy. It wa^ on the wrong side of the road. Any living 
thing, or any vehicle containing such, which came across 
its path, must go to shivei-s. All this and more De Quincey 
comprehended at one intuitive glance. " Ah, reader 1 what 
a sullen mysteiy of fear, what a sigh of woe, seemed to 
steal upon the air, as again the far ofi" sound of a wheel was 
heard I " On they dashed ; every effort he made in the 
way of remedy was vun at list the horses, hj tins time 
at fieiy speed, swept lound an ingle of the road and ill 
was revealed. Beloie ua lay an iienue, stmght is in 
arrow, six hundted jiids, peihaps, m length, and the 
umbrageous trees whicli lose in i legulai hue fiom eithci 
side, meeting hinh oieiheid gi^e to it the Lhiiictei ot i 

cathedral aisle. These trees lent a deeper solemnity to the 
4* 
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early light ; but there TFas atill light enough to perceive, at 
the fuither end of this Gothic aisle, a light, reedy gig, ia 
which were seated a yoang man, and by lii'i side a young 
lady," These are either married, or in the highest state 
of love ; for a reason whi<ih De Quincey and we do not 
understand, the young man "carries his lips forward to 
hers," "The little caiTis^e is cieeping on at one mile 
an hour; and the parties witliin it being thus tenderly 
engaged, are naturally bending down their heads. Be- 
tween them and eternity, to ail human calculation, there is 
hut a minute and a half," De Quincey shonta ; at the 
second shout the joung man takes the alarm. He has just 
time to ruse lus hoise's fori- feet by a strain on the reins, 
and pull him round, -md make him take one leap foi-wai'd, 
when the mul teais pist In its way, it gives a stroke to 
the little gig, which mikea it shiver as a thing alive ; those 
who sit there all but tnste the agony of death, yet are 
safe. "Tlie blow, fiom the fiiry of our passage, resounded 
ten-iflufcllj I lose in horroi, to look upon the rains we 
might have caused. From my elevated station I looked 
down, and looked back upon the scene, which in a moment 
told its tale, and wrote all its records on my heart forever. 

"But the lady ! Oh, heavens! will that spectacle 

ever depart from my dreams, as she rose and sank upon 
her seat, sank and rose, threw np her ai'ms wildly to 
heaven, clutched at some visionary object in the air, fiunt- 
ing, praying, raving, despaiiing ! Figure to yourself, 
reader, the elements of the case ; suffer me to recall before 
your mmd the circumstances of the unparalleled situation. 
From the silence and deep peace of this saintly summer 
night, — from the pathetic bleudings of this sweet moon- 
light, dawn-light, dream-light, — from the manly tenderness 
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of this flattering, whispering, murmui-ing lovo, — suddenly 
as from tlie woods and fields, — euddeidy as from tlio cham- 
bers of the air, opening in revelation, — suddenly as from 
the groimd yawning at her feet, leaped upon her, with the 
flashing of cataracts. Death, the crowned phantom, with 
all the equipage of Lia terrors, and the tiger roar of his 

" The moments were numbered. In the twinkling of an 
eye, our flying horses had carried us to the termination of 
the Tunbrageous aisle ; at right angles, we wheeled into oar 
foi-mer direction ; the turn of the road cai'ried the scene 
ont of my eyes in an instant, and swept it into my dreams 
forever." 

The elements with wliich the writer works in the "Dream 
Fugue" are now before the reader : the coach at an unusual 
pace, and laurelled with the tokens of victory, the umbrage- 
ous avenue like a cathedra! aisle, the naiTow escape of the 
lady. These reappear in the "Fugue" m various foiTOS, 
and transfigured by the light ot an imagination which 
creatively remodels, recombmes, and illumes the whole. 
The mail-coach becomes a tiinrnphal ai, on Tshose path all 
nations attend, and which ciines to all peoples, m letters 
of mystic light, the tidings of a nctory which has broken 
the bonds of the world ; over the heads of the hoi-ses the 
tidings go, embodied in this legend, wliich casts around a 
golden light, " Waterloo and Recovered Chnstendom." 
The gates of cities fly open; rivers are silent, as the car, in 
its tremendous gallop, dashes across them; "the infinite 
forests" shiver in homage to the word. The umbrageous 
avenue becomes an immeasurable cathedral aisle, along 
which the tireless steeds sweep onwards in almost viewless 
speed. In the far distance is seen a vast necropolis, "a 
city of sepulchres, built within the saintly cathedral for the 
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waiTior dead that rested from their fends on earth," " Of 
purple granite was the necropolis ; yet, in the first minute, 
it lay like a purple stain upon the horizon, — bo mighty was 
the distance. In the second minute it trembled through 
many changes, growing into terraces and towers of won- 
drous altitude, so mighty was the pace. In the thij'd 
minute, already, with our dreadful gaUop, we were enter- 
ing its suburbs. Vast sarcophagi rose on every side, having 
towers and tuiTets that, upon the limits of the central dsle, 
strode forward with haughty intrusion, that ran back with 
mighty ahadoivs into answering recesses. Every sarcoph- 
agus showed many bas-reiieis, — bas-reliefe of battles, bas- 
reliefe of battle fields; of battles from forgotten ages, — 
of battles from yesterday, — of battle fields that, long since, 
nature had healed and reconciled to herself with the sweet 
oblivion of flowere, ~ of battle fields that were yet angi-y 
and crimson with carnage." And the lady, — what has 
become of her? Does she still occupy a place in the 
wondrous pageant ? Yes : her transfoi-mation is the most 
strange, and yet, in its beauty, the most perfect of all. 
Look agdn : — " And now had we reached the last sarcoph- 
agus, now were we abreast of the last bas-relief, already 
had we recovered the arrow-like flight of the illimitable 
central aisle, when, coming up this aisle to meet us, we 
beheld a female infant that rode in a carriage as frail as 
flowers. The mists which went before hid the fawns that 
drew her, but could not liide the shells and tropic flowers 
■with which she played, — but could not hide the lovely 
smiles by which she uttered her trust in the mighty cathe- 
dral, and in the cherubim that looked down upon her from 
the topmost shafts of its pillars. Face to face she was 
meeting us; fticc to face she rode, as if danger there 
were none. 'Oh, baby!' I exclaimed, 'shalt thou be the 
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I for Waterloo ? Must we, that cany tidings of 
great joy to e\'cry ijcoplc, he messeng-crs of ruizi to tliee ? ' " 
By sudden and munificent changes in the dream pageantry 
the baby is delivered; and pei'haps the boldest yet finest 
efibrt of imagination in the whole occui-a soon after these 
Bentences. But we can quote no more, and, save quotation, 
wo have no resource in such a case. We have given the 
outline of only one of the visions. We find, in the others, 
the original elements variously transformed ; we have the 
coach changed into a stately vessel, the avenue into tower- 
ing cathedral aisles grouped from the mists of the sea, the 
lady into one who sits in a fiiiiy pinnace on the ocean. The 
dangers and the splendors are always such as are accordant 
with the situation. 

But we pause ; we think we have ab'eady vindicated 
all our assertions. And now will okv readers be prepared 
to estimate the difficulty which attends a decision of the 
question, whether, on the whole, it is to be regretted that 
De Qnincey fell under the influence of opium? Our own 
feeling we have ab'eady exj^ressed. We think De Qiunoey 
was naturally fitted to talce his station among the great 
systematic thinkera of the olden time, and eometliing 
unique in literature might have been achieved by the 
combined operation of such a piercing intellect and bo 
imperial an imagination on the pedestal of the nineteenth 
century. When his arms, in the strength of manhood, 
and with all their gigantic powers untrammeled, might 
have been pifiug mountain upon mountain, he had still to 
wrestle in mortal agony with a seii^ent of deadlier venom 
and more ovei-whelming power than ever coiled around 
an ancient hero. No man has more than a certam force 
allotted him by nature ; it may be greater or jess, but it 
is measured ; and it caimot bo expended twice. Consider 
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the intellectual might necessary to vanquish opium in tlio 
three fearful assaults of ivhich De Quincey informs us, and 
then decide concerning the powers of him whose works, 
wondrous as they are, were all accomplished in the breath- 
ing spaces between paroxysms of convulsive warfivre. It 
may, of course, be alleged, tliat without the opium we 
never should have had those writings which are most 
closely associated with the name of De Qnincey. But it 
is onr decided opinion that the dreams produced by opium 
were but the occasion of the visions wherewith the opium 
eater has amazed the world. These are strictly works of 
imagination, and may be tried by the same tests as the 
dreams of Bichter and Novalis. We concede that much 
of their terrific coloring is traceable to opium ; but De 
Quincey's imagination, we are assured, would have worked 
nnder any conditions. 

We have done little more than glance at the extraor- 
dinaiy man and the extraordinary worlts of which we have 
been treating. Wo have left ourselves no space to speak 
of his tctste, which yet so well deserves notice. We merely 
remind our readers of his account of the little heroine 
of Easedale and her infant brothers and sisters, and bid 
them think of the perfect simplicity of the narrative, of 
the absence of all rhetoric, of the tender delicacy of the 
feelmg. We mereJy ask them to consider the gi-ace and 
ease, the softened glow without glitter, the chastely ar- 
ranged flower wreaths from which eveiy gaudy weed is 
instinctively bidden away, in one word, the peace and 
moderation, which everywhere meet us in the writings of 
De Qumcey. Nor can we speak of him further aa a 
humorist, although this is perhaps his most important 
and prevailing aspect. Often his humor is merely an 
exquisite flavor of di-ollery, a half hidden smile, a somethhig 
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■which fills you with a ceitaiii quiet comfort, but doea not 
make you laugh outi-ight; sometimes it ia broad fai-ce, 
■when you do laugh, and csmnot but laugh, were it only 
at the imperturhable gra^vity of the comic actor; some- 
times it is do^vvnright hoi-se play, as ■when old " Toad in the 
hole " is kicked out, by universal consent of the company 
and of readers, " despite his silvery hairs and his angelic 
smile." Sometimes, although veiy rarely, De Qwincey's 
humor intrudes into places where its presence ia utterly 
indefensible. "We shall instance one; by far tlie most 
Btrituig. We think it were difficult to match in our late 
literature, if indeed in our whole literature, the pathetic 
effect realized in his paper on the Maid of Orleans. De 
Quineey has there enabled ns to define, clearly and con- 
clusively, the function which such as she have, even in 
theii- death, performed for mankind. "We have so much to 
harden us in this ■world, so stem is the straggle of exist- 
ence, so sadly do the morning dew drops and the early 
flowers vanish or wither in life's hot day, tliat you actually 
confer a precions boon and benefit on a man, when you 
make him shed a noble tear. No man ever wept ■with 
Cordelia by the bed of her stiicken father, no man ever 
saddened at the tale of Margaret's sorrows m the "Excui- 
sion," no man ever hung over the dying bed of a true 
fHend, without being a better and a gentler man. And 
who does not see that, besides aU else of instruction and 
of consohttion which arises from the pyres of the martyi-s 
of Christianity, besides the deathless lessons of courage, 
of devotion, of purest holmess, which they convey, there 
is this also in the legacy of the fethers to the human race, 
that, by sympathizing sorrow over their woes, each gen- 
eration is elevated, and humanized, and ennobled. This 
great lesson De Quineey has embodied, mth an aknost 
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unexampled felicity, in his paper on Joan of Arc. But 
■what must we say to the fact that even here humor is 
permitted to intrude, that even here there is the sacri- 
legions play of wit and fiin? We must not approach that 
awful and beautiful spectacle, round which angels were 
weeping, through a porch painted with satyrs and baccha- 
nals; no "insultbg light" must "glimmer on our tears;" 
we must approach through an avenae of cypress, under 
whose shade we may weep alone. Wo can pardon the 
gambolinga of an irrepressible humor when the matter 
is ai-gumentative, but the heavens must be hung with 
sackcloth ai-onnd the pyi-e of Joan of Arc. 

The time has probably not yet aiTived to attempt a 
final portraiture of De Quincey, to estimate the value of 
his works, and to ascertain their rightful place among 
Euglish classics. The public mind has yet, in great meas- 
ure, to be introduced to these works, and a few introduc- 
tory remarks, a few ahnost colloquial hints, are all we 
have here oifered. It will, indeed, whensoever attempted, 
be a task of no common difficulty to portray, in its com- 
plete and imited proportions, the extraordinary mind of 
which these multiform and many-tuited writings are the 
production and manifestation. We must not attempt it 
here. To speak of separate characteristics is, indeed, 
easy, whether they be those of the author or liis composi- 
tions. One may mai't the indications of a gigantic recep- 
tive &culty, seizing, hundred-handed, and gathering mto 
one storehouse, from all lands and centuries, what intel- 
lectual treasures it chooses to make its own; proof may 
be adduced of that power of origmal thought, which 
penetrates into untrodden regions, but dimly pointed 
towards before, and of that creative, imaginative glance 
which gives form and hfe to what therefore was airy 
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nothing ; special attention may be called to a sympathy 
resembling a musical instrument of unmeasured range, 
which can distil a melody more tender than the tear of 
childhood, but has yet chorda to voice the roar of ocean 
or the thimdei-a of war; and you may enlai-ge indefinitely 
on the style, on that astonisliing mastery over the English 
language, by .which, in swiftly changing variation, you are 
startled, animated, melted, terrified, amused, and which 
at times attains a softness, a beauty, an aerial glow, to be 
claimed as peculiarly De Quincey's, and which compel the 
deseriber, sensible of his weakness, to bori-ow tlie colors 
of the master himself, and liken them to the timid trem- 
blings of the dawn, or the blending of moonJight, dawn- 
light, dream-light. But these ai-e at best scattered traits, 
— individnal instances; it is their imion which is the 
wonder and the peculiarity, and of this tmion we present 
no theory at present. 

FIBBI SEBIIiB. 6 
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TENNYSON AND IHS TEACHEES. 

Meet seem by universal consent to have associated the 
genius of Scott with something of m^ c a I end •aitment 
not enchantment of a stem or gloomy 1 a icter b it ot a 
gay, glittering, Ai'abian sort. A p Wr ^1 nit nl 
fitness appears to have been recognize 1 that lo el old 
phrase, The Wizard of Wavevley. And I a i ot b it 
believe that the genei-al sense has in thi uistiice been 
specially felicitous. How can we better represe t bcott 
in our imagination, than as a tindly m'%ic an s u o le 1 
by gi-oup3 of eager and delighted ch Id en 1- et e whose 
eyes he evokes gi-oup after group, ii e die i pioce on 
in that broad, clear, wondrous mirio of his h aself 
smilmg the -while, as he half reclines on his well-padded 
seat, less in complacency at the power of his enchantments, 
than in pleasure, mingled with mild surprise, at the ecsta- 
ciea of wonder and joy into -which, by every waving of 
his wand, he throws the children around him? Swiftly, 
gracefully, beautifuUy, that long procession moves, the 
scene ever changing into new fonns of loveliness, -while 
an airy music, now rapid and shx-iU as the aoixnd of clang- 
ing arms, now famtly, slo-wly sinking into mournful 
cadence, now swelling and glowing mto the richer hai-. 
mony of love, is breathed around. The scene is now 
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the courtly IiaH, and jewelled figures move stately through 
the dance. These sweep paat and tliere float mto the 
mirror's magic deeps the grand foi-ms of a mountam land; 
the cataract leapuig to laamc from the precipice, river 
hastening to meet river with bridal kiss, and the lake, 
bcM'ing on its bosom bright island gems, lying placid 
beneath the crag. Presently, at a sudden turn of the 
mountain path, there emerges the knight of chivalry, 
pride and dauntlessness on his brow, a smile of tdngly 
gentleness on his lip. Startled by the sound of his hunts- 
man's horn, the Lady of the Lake, fair as a vision, 
glides in her ski^ from the glassy deep, into some silvery 
cove. The scene swims gradually away, and thick clouds, 
rolling slow before the blast, gather on the moorland, 
to hang their dim curtains romid opposing armies. The 
battle commences. The pomp and circumstance of feudal 
war, the phmies, the pennons, the mdi-clad steeds, ai-e 
before us, every form liiled into full, distmct light, and 
the war cries ringing round. Thus we truly represent 
to oui'selvee the poetiy of Scott : where al! is clear, vivid, 
instinct with life and motion ; where there floats not one 
cloud of dishonest obscurity, not one film of affected 
sensibility; where a thousand tints of loveliness glance 
and gleam before our eyes, like dew drops in cleai' dawn, 
or sunbeams on wavering foliage ; where the nice deflnition 
of form, the elaborate refinement and richness of color, 
the studied and perfect symmetry, pertaining to the ideal 
of Greece and of Goethe, ai-e indeed wanting, but where 
sympathy and love, rejoicing in dewy copse and sparkling 
flower, in golden corn and smiling meadow, in bounding 
stream and purple mountain, have become the imconscioua 
ministers of a high artistic perfection, but shed over all 
a vivacity, an airy sprightliness, a smiling grace, such as 
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were perhaps never won by the more conscious efforts of 
Art. 

Remove from the poetry of Soott the vail of remoteness 
and enchantment ; for that softly glittering morning light, 
substitate a fierce red glare ; let the spirit of the modera 
time be breathed in its utmost intensity over every scene 
and into every character ; let skilful naiTative give place to 
grand lyric bursts, and sympathetic memory, exhaustlesa 
in its stores, to the poetic ima^ation in its highest might: 
and for the poetry of Scott you have the poeti-y of Byron. 
Passionate, vivid, excitable, sensitive, Byron was the ideal 
embodiment of lyric poetry. His personality was too 
intense to permit him to separate himself from his poetic 
characters, so as to represent them in the whole breadth and 
symmetry of their relations, in the fiisliion of a Shakspeare 
or a Scott. He has himself incidentally informed us that 
he regarded poetry from the lyrical point of view, " No 
poetry," he says, in a letter to Murray, " ia gi&ierallf/ good, 
— only by fits and starts, — and you ai-e lucky to get a 
sparkle here and there." Like the lyrio poet, he concen- 
trated his powers upon particular passages; like the lyric 
poet, his own emotion colored all he saw ; and, like the 
lyrio poet, his dearest theme was passion. When he 
describes nature, he always, if his genius is in its strength, 
bathes it in a transforming light, robes it in a grandeur 
not its own. Herein it is that his essential superiority 
to Scott, in regard of strict poetic power, is demonstrated, 
Scott is opulent in detail, and has nature's sweet change- 
fulness, freshness, and variety. But in all the poetry of 
Scott, there is no such description as Byron's thnnder-stoi-m 
in the Alps. Besides that accurate realism, that broad, 
natursd truth, which it might well have had from Scott, 
that description burns with a poetic personification such 
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as Scott could never have imparted. The hve thunder 
leaps from crag to crag. The mountains have the hearts 
of men, and exult to each other in the commotion they 
produce. Scott describes a battle. We know precisely 
how the divisions were commanded, and n'hen and where 
they charged. But wJicrc, in all the pages of Scott, do 
we find a line like this, — 

" Red Battle stamped lis foot, and nations folt the shock ? " 

And if the eye of Byron rolled in that fine lyaic frenzy 
which spreads over nature the Lues of human emotion and 
thought, no less was he a lyiiat, and no less was he power- 
ful in the delineation of passion. Since the days of Shak- 
Bpeare, the burning heart of passion had not been so Md 
bare. The Corsairs, the Lai-as, the Gulnarea, the Medoraa 
of Byron, perfectly absurd as actual personages, are ad- 
mirable mouthpieces of lyrie emotion, of uncontroDable 
passion. Totally inadequate to body forth the spii-it and 
tenor of a life, they represent with great effect the feelings 
of individual exceptional periods. There ai-e such periods 
in life; volcanic epochs, brief but ten-ible, when sky and 
eai'th are mingled in wild fire-lit commotion, and the 
peaceful vmeyards, ripenmg in the calm light of long 
summer days, as yet are not. The emotions of such 
times, in their burning mtensity, in their ethereal tendei^ 
ness, m the rapture of their joy and the agony of their 
soiTow, ai-e depicted by Byron with surpassmg power. 
It is when we consider the pure might of imagination 
exhibited in the individual passages, of which, with a 
cement of versified prose, the larger poems of Byron 
have been truly declared by Macaulay to consist, — and 
the marvellous trutli and power with which human passion 
is eveiywhere depicted, — that we feel constrained to rank 
5* 
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Byron among the master intellects of mankind, and almost 
to agree ivitli Goethe that his geniua was incommensurable. 
But not even in considering the excellence and enduring 
popularity of hterary effort, is it permissible, if it is posd- 
ble, to abstract any part of the whole life and character. 
The poetiy of Byi-on is inseparably connected with his life 
and character. Through the latter there was a fiital flaw ; 
and the foi-mer is pervaded by a moral taint, which, as the 
eye of humanity becomes purer and purer in the lapse of 
ages, will more and more endanger its literary immortality. 
The spectacle presented by Byron, in Lis Ufe and death, is 
one of which the mysterious sadness may he called infinite. 
By all we can reverentially assume as to the intentions of 
the Almighty, and by all the analogy of nature and history, 
greatness of intellect ought to be one of the forces to keep 
the soul stable, to preserve a calmness and completeness in 
the life. So it seems radically to have been vnih the Platos 
and Ciceros, the Daute& and Luthers, the Miltons and 
leibnitze.«, the Pascals and Berkeleys of history. Diverse 
as the genius of such might be, its power tended to steady 
them, not to set them rocking like pillai-s shaken of earth- 
qnalie. Never for a moment have such faltered in their 
deliberate assent and submission to the infinite rightness, 
beauty, and power of moral law. Not even in Swift's case 
do we find a strict pai-allel to the phenomenon, so tragically 
common in these days, of passion conquering geniua, and 
quenching the heaven-soaring flame in its own foul ashes. 
Mrabeau, Bums, and Byron, to go no further, seem to me 
to present a spectacle new under the sun. These all had 
iron constitutions. Physically speaking, they were good 
for the whole of the threescore years and ten. Yet all 
three were laid in the dust in the prime of them yeai-s ; 
and whatever the palliations we may admit, or the qualifi- 
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cations we may make, it remains a Himple fact that they 
were, in. too literal a sense, their own mnidevei'!. No 
cowardly feebleness, no fiilse humiiity, no "haunting admi- 
ration of the gi'andeur of disordered power," no accursed 
"hero-worship," ought to be permitted to stifle in ns the 
still small voice which proclaims the an-fiil magnitude of 
this sin. God and nature iuftirni the declaration of that 
still small voice ; affirm it in the fevered frame, the burn- 
ing brow, the early grave: and we are weak, blind, or 
rebellious, if we do not acknowledge the feet and learn 
the lesson. 

An allusion to the moral taint which pervades the poetiy 
of Byron brings us naturally to the poetry of Words- 
worth ; which forms the third great school of this opulent 
period. It is my profound conviction that it was rather 
to the moral elevation of hia poetry, than to his intel- 
lectual or ossthotic capacities, that "Wordsworth owed the 
fiime and influence he acquired. As you yielded yourself 
to his guidance, you passed into a region removed alike 
from that in which the genius of Scott, and that in which 
the genius of Byi'on, loved to expatiate. You lefl behind 
that joyous land of feery, ringing with the voice of streams 
and birds, bright with flower and foam, in which you 
wandered with the border minstrel. You passed beyond 
the troubled atmosphere where the cloudy graiideui-s of 
the Byronio poetiy were unfolded. You stood on the 
mountain's brow. There at last was the still, unfiithom- 
able aznre, seeming to look, with calm, eternal smile, on 
the wild glittering, far below, of the lightnings of ps^sion. 
The mind of man, the crowning wonder of nature, is in no 
way more surprising than in its power of sympathy and 
response. It is easy to cast a spell over it. Any sort of 
syren chindng aLLures and subdues it. But its nobler sym- 
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pathies, inextinguishable tliougli deeply slumljeriiig, have 
only to be awakened by the tones of a holier melody, when 
it arises, like a child that has fallen asleep in an unknown 
land, and looks round, in wistful surprise, listening for 
that sti-ain which sounded so strangely of home. So it 
was witli the generation that had thi-illed to the notes of 
Scott and Byron, The nnchanging verities of laith in 
God and love to man, proclaimed in their simple majesty, 
asserted once more the supremacy of theii- greatness. The 
still, genial light, diffused in mild and equable radiance 
through the atmosphere, and gradually whitening the fields 
into harvest, was recognized as more nobly beautiful than 
the wild gleaming of volcanic fires. As men stood with 
Wordsworth on that mountain's brow, they seemed to 
feel around them the waving of angels' wings, and they 
looked upon his face as if it were the fiice of an angel. 

And what was it that Woidsworth told his listeners? 
He told them the world-old truth, that earth's greatest joy 
and beauty are centred in home; and he tui-ned their eyes 
once more to that fiiture of immortality, towards wliich the 
inarticulate yearning of the human spirit is stronger even 
than the yearning of passion. Over the natural world, in 
all the i-ange and richness of its phenomena, he shed a sym- 
pathy, more loving, tender, thoughtful, asuntly, than had 
ever been cast over it by any poet. He showed the 
heaven-light clothing the flowers of earth. With the love 
of a poet, and tlie reverence of a high priest, he looked 
upon the clouds until they smiled down on him unutter- 
able love, and upon the little flowers until they woke in 
him thoughts too deep for tears. When he looked upon 
humanity it was rather to pity than to admire the heating 
of its mighty heart ; and the materialism of his age shrunk 
abashed from the majesty of his disddn. 
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If this is true, it ia not surprising, nor in any way to te 
regi-etted, that Wordsworth attained a lofty eminence of 
fame, and tliat he exercised an influence of vast potency 
over his age. But it would be highly absurd to permit 
it to blind us to the obvious, radical, and demonstrable 
defects of Wordsworth's poetiy. His mind was irremedi- 
ably wanting in all those qualities which give keenness 
and intensity to emotion, rapidity and practical force to 
thought, terseness and brilliancy to Ktyle. The absence 
from his mentid composition of any sense of wit or humor 
wjte, in its completeness, scarcely human. If one may be 
pardoned the expression, his soul wanted crystalizing. Had 
yon cleared his eye by one flash of that critical penetration 
which dwelt in the eye of Pope, had you edged his glance 
with one ray of that quick, piercing, caustic fire which 
belonged to Byron, how you would have enriched him! 
The value of wit, and of the critical feeulty, is perhaps not 
so great to the world at large, as to then- own possessor. 
They warn him, by silont, instinctive monitions, from the 
ridiculous, the childish, the inane. Such things as TM 
Seven Sisters and £!lkn Irwin are purely, perfectly, un- 
approachably bad. Parody is cheated by anticipation. 
We mvoluntarily exclaim. Every poet his own satirist ! If 
a boy of nine had written £!llen Jrwin, and died, it would 
hardly have been pardonable in hia mother to publish it. 
No theory is here of any avail; no argnmg can make 
feebleness impressive, or render art sj-nonymous with com- 
monplace. But for original defect of mind, no theory 
could have blinded Wordsworth himself tjj the absurdity 
of such rigmarole. But not only was the want of wit, 
humor, and the critical faculty deplorably manifest in 
Wordsworth. An honest and searching criticism must 
explicitly allow that he possessed neither the penetrative. 
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and grasping imagination which seizes pasaon, nor the 
kindling, creative imagination, wliich giveslife and person- 
ification. Of tliis last power, which I believe to be the 
reflection in man, as the image of God, of the Divine 
creative energy, and to which can therefore, with no lack 
of reverence, be applied the term which, immediately, 
could be applied to God alone, there ia scarcely an in- 
stance, if there is one, m the whole range of Wordsworth's 
poetry. 

Scott, Byron, and Wordsworth will mainly represent to 
posterity the great schools of British poetry which shed 
lustre over the earlier part of the nineteenth century. But 
these were not alone, nor is it certsun that they produced 
the finest poetical pieces of the time. It would not be 
easy to make even the slightest descriptive reference to 
each of the men whose poetical genius, in its full vigor at 
that period, made theii- country and tlteir age Olustrious. 
A separate critique might well be devoted to the incom- 
parable battle songs of Campbell, or to the stern, truthful, 
melodious wsuluigs of Crabbe, or to the ornate erudition 
of Southey, or to the tmieful tendei-ness and bi-illiancy of 
Moore, or to the delicate, sportive, many-tinted fendea 
of Hogg, or even to the occasional vigor and intermittent 
glow of Wilson. Such, however, ia here imposisible. 

But there are three poets to whom special allusion must 
be made, if not for their transeendant merits, at least for 
their influence on the poetry which is at present oar 
particular object. I mean Coleridge, Keats, and Shelley. 
Although the collected poetry of Coleridge does not make 
a large volume, yet it may be asserted that in few if any 
moi'e voluminous collections would a systematic critic find 
more instances of the exercise of genuine poetical genius, 
wherewith to illustrate his canons. In the Odes of Colo- 
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ridge, in his Religious Mxmngs, and scattered through 
other pieces, are to be found personifications, whicli liave 
never been surpassed, and wliich it defies conception to 
improve. If I were asked what to me individually appears 
the most sublime piece of poetical description with which I 
ever met, in any writer, ancient or modern, British or 
foreign, I should point to these lines in TM Rime of ths 
Ancient Mariner: — 

" Still fffi a slave before his lord, 

The ocean hath no Mast; 

His great briffJU ei/e most nlently 

No pm'ely realistic description conld be conceived, com- 
parable, in power and sublimity, to this. The silent, lorn, 
appealing look of the eye, ia perhaps the most pathetic of 
all human expressions. In the mere transference of the 
wearied, despairing gaze of human agony to the ocean, 
there is an idea conveyed of soUtude, dreariness, and woe, 
which concentrates the descriptions of a thousand calms. 
Whole poems are gathered up in tliis marvellous effort of 
the pure imagination, Fi'om the Jteligioua Musings I 
might quote several instances of personification worthy of 
being compai-ed vnth the above ; but it is needless. It is 
sufficient to add that in rich and delicate melodiousness, in 
deep " inwoven hai-mony," in aSi-ial glow of coloi'ing, there 
are passages in the poetry of Coleridge which defy descrip- 
tion, and tuni all praise to shame. Tliere are touches in 
Christabel and Geneoieve of a pure loveliness, dewy and 
roseate as the dawn, spirit-like, ethereal, indescribable. 

Mr, Carlyle has in one of liis essays incidentally charac- 
terized tho genius of Keats as mere sensibility and random 
tunefolness of nature. The passage will remain perhaps 
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the most remarkable lUustr^tion in hteiatuie of tho 1 in^Li 
evon ill the ease of wiiteis of gieit power ■jiitl ^eiieral 
caution, that lies in ineideiitil expiesiioa ot opinion on 
important points. Keata sunk into his tjr'i-ve eie he hid 
attained the fiilness ot his j eaia pieiced by the aiiows of 
ci-uel mediocrity and withered by disease. Yet there is in 
his case no necessity to demand an arrest of judgment, on 
the plea that his genius was undeveloped. Midymion, 
indeed, was a youthful effort, and ii-ith all its delicate 
luxuriance of fancy, is not unmarked by boyish diffuseness, 
or even, perhaps, by boyish affectation. But The JSoe of 
St. Agnes is no youthful effort : it may challenge com- 
parison with anything of its kind ever written. There is 
a mellow yet tranapai-ent glow in its coloring a fmish and 
m lody ts ve sihcat on a p ie t on of for n nd i opor- 
to u ts hole e-^e ton nl h belong es I ely to 
coisuTimate kll And J t shill e s%y of IT/pewn? 
Is that 1 Toutlf I fio tP la that haaa te zed only by 
sens b 1 ty and and m t mef h ess ? E en ts present 

state it is one of the grandest things ever accomplished by 
the human intellect ; and I bold it to bo demonstrable that, 
if it had been flnialied as it was commenced, it would have 
found its place among the solitaiy masterpieces of the 
world, the greatest philosophical poem that exists. It is 
well that the centi-al idea of the poem is so cleai'ly indicated 
in the fi-agment we have, and that the genei-al plan of the 
poetic treatment of this idea contemplated by the author is 
so distinctly suggested, that criticism can view the poem 
as it must have presented itself to the mind of tho poet. 
The central idea is expressed in those words : — 



" 'Tib the eternal law, 
That Jiret in beanty shall be first in might ;" 
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and the plan of Keats manifestly was, to axliibit the illus- 
tration of this idea afforded by the mythology of Greece. 
He intended to portray the procession of beauty, from 
mythology to mythology, and might have brought his 
ivhoie poem to a gloriouis close mth the transfiguration 
of all matei-ial loveline^ in the spii-itual beauty of Chnsti- 
anity. It is perhaps impossible to ex^gerate the excel- 
lence of this idea or of this plan, whether philosophic 
depth or poetic capability be the ground of estimate. 
Of all the nations who have passed along the stage of 
time, the ancient Greeks are most closely associated with 
aU that relates to beauty. In the practical working of 
the hmnan mind, there never yet waa bodied forth any 
manifestation of the Eeantiftil, to be for a moment com- 
pared, in the chasteness yet grandeur of its perfection, 
with the mythology of Greece. So intensely perceptive 
of the Beautiful were the Hellenic i-ace, that it may be 
considered a philosophic and historical certainty, that it 
was the fact of their more eliastened and delicate love- 
liness which secured to the Olympians, in preference to 
the Titans, the homage of the Greek mind. Keats had 
therefore chosen the very best means afforded him by 
human history, for setting forth the whole doctrine of 
the Beautiful in its own garb of beauty. This choice alone 
demonstrates the master mind. But the execution was, 
so &r as it went, if possible, still more amazing. The 
colossal vigor of Midiael Angelo, and the ethereal delicacy 
and sense of beauty of Kaphael, imite in the wondrous 
delineations of J 



" Look up, and tell me if this feeble shape 
Is Saturn's ; tell me, if thou hear'st the voice 
Of Saturn ; tell me, if this wrinkling brow, 
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Kaked and bare of its great diadem, 

Peers like the front of Saturn. Who liad power 

To make me desolate ? Wkence came the strength ? 

How was it nurtured to such bursting forth, 

Wlule Fate seemed strangled in my nervous grasp?" 

Is it absurd to say that we have here a terseness as of 
Shakspcare, and a majesty as of Milton? Or to believe 
that, if the genius of Keats had fully developed in the 
direction in which it was wnmistaieably tending, it might 
have won him au undisputed eminence, above all the poets 
who have arisen in Great Bi-itain since the age of Milton? 

" Creus was one ; his ponderous iron mace 
Lay by liim, and a sBatter'd rib of rock 
Told of his rage, ere he tiius sank and pined, 
lapetua another; in his grasp, 
A serpent's plashy neck ; its barbed tongue 
Squeezed from the goi^e, and all its uncuH'd length 
Dead ; and because the creature could not spit 
Its poison in the eyes of conquering Jove. 
Next Cottue: prone he lay, chin uppennost. 
As though in pain ; for still upon the flint 
He ground severe his skull, with open mouth 
And eyes at horrid working." 

Is tliat not a group which might Iiave come from the 
chisel of Michael Angelo ? 

" Have ye beheld the young god of the seas, 
My dispossessor ? Have ye seen his face ? 
Have ye beheld his chariot, foamed along 
By noble winged creatures he hath made ? 
I saw him on the calmed waters scud. 
With such a glow of beauty in his eyes, 
That it enforced me to bid sad farewell 
To aU my empire." 
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Are there not here touchea worthy of the pencil of 
Raphael f 

Consider also the might of the poetic imagination which 
devised, as the place of meeting for the Men Titans, a 
scene like this: — 



a den where no Insulting light 



rs; where their own groans 



Could gl 

They felt, but heard not, for the solid r. 

Of thundercms waterfaia and torrents hoarse, 

Pouring a constant bulk, uncertiun where. 

Crag jutting forth to crag, and rocks that seemed 

Ever as if just rising from a sleep. 

Forehead to forehead held their monstrous horns." 

But does the thought — for thought must at times 
reveal itself in all poetiy— which is to bo found in IType. 
rion, partake of juvenile excitement or feeble enthu'*iasm ? 
The poem, to make use of an expreswon in itself, is 
throughout stubbomed with the iron of most massive 
and manly thought. 

" Be tliou therefore in tlie van 
Of circumstance ; yea, seize the arrow's barb 
Before the tense string murmur. 



In thy face 
I see, astonied, thai severe content 
Which comes ofUiought and musing. 



Now comes the pain of truth, to whom 'tis paiuj 
O folly I for to bear all naked truths, 
And to envisage circumstance, all calm, 
That is the top of sovereignty." 
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These and similai- expressions have the true Shakspear- 
ean compactness, shreivdneas, practicality, anil strength. 
They enilioily the maxims on which the great silent 
workers of hnman history have proceeded. They amply 
demonstrate that the genius of Keats was no particular 
development, no mere sentimental raptm-e, thrilling in 
m.elodiiju3 flute-notes at sight of the Beautiful, but that 
his mind was at once mighty in its strength and sym- 
metrical in its proportions ; the two sides of the intel- 
lectual arch, reason and imagination, supporting and 
baJancmg each other. When Keats died at twentj^-four, 
the grave closed over one of the greatest men of Ms time. 

Keats died in 1820, aged twenty-four. Two years after- 
wards, a pale coi-pse was washed ashore in the Bay of 
Spezzia, with an open volume of the poetry of Keats 
in one of the pockets of its dress. It was the liody of 
Percy Bysahe Shelley. His life had been six yeai-s longer 
than that of Eeats, and his writings were far more exten- 
sive. But he died at thirty; and, in his case too, the rush 
and roll of the rising waters had not given place to the 
repoang strength of the full tide. 

One is tempted, if bat for a moment, to resign himself 
to that enthusiasm, which a first contemplation of the 
genins and history of Shelley so mightily awakens. Glow- 
ing with Platonic enthusiasms, coniident that love bm-ned 
m the heart of humanity, though to him it presented only 
a bosom cold as marble, moved by external loveliness to 
irrepressible, weeping ccstacy, the beautiful, gentle-hearted 
boy took up his lyre, and shook from it floods of wild, 
thrilling, ethereal melody. If it were at all safe or per- 
missible to consider poetry a thing" apart from the general 
life and the broad sympathies of mankind; if we could 
regai'd beauty in piu-e and remote abstraction, as a blend- 
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iiig of prismatic hues on the central aKure, where eye 
never looked and jbreath was never drawn; if it M-ere 
Dot the instinctive declaration of every maniy breast, 
echoed by all that is soundest in criticism, that what ia 
most human is greatest ; we might set the poems of 
Shelley ahove all the poetical productions of hia time. 
Bnt we are imperatively forbidden to yield to the impulse. 
Gazmg, in finest frenzy, over tlie world, Shelley could not 
think that what he saw was a vision ; he could not see that 
the lihn in his own eye softened the rugged features of 
men, and vailed the rocky sternness of the world in 
enchantment: hut we daie not foiget these faets. The 
human eye, accustomed to look upon cleai, golden com 
fields, and loving the simple, umiilcd be^utj of garden 
flowers, will ever behold, in much of Shelley's poetry, no 
more than the wavering and unhealthful sceneiy of dreams, 
or than " the pageantry of mist on an autumn'il stream." 
Marvellous as is the wreathmg of that mist, goigeoua as 
are the hues of its ti-ailbig diapeiies, men will continue to 
prefer the steady rainbow on the summer shower, and 
healthful criticism will ^ot foiget that mildew ind pesti- 
lence may lurk behind those lighted folds 

The HevoU of Islam, Shelley's most e3£tended and per- 
haps most elaborate work, must always be regarded aa a 
wonderful achievement of genius. Its human groimdwork 
is, indeed, supremely weak and puei-ile. A nation is set 
fi:ee, a great revolution is accomplished, by a promising 
young gentleman, somewhat mealy-mouthed, and a senti- 
mental young lady, both promoters of the vegetarian 
movement. Bat considered as a mere aDegory or ideal- 
ization, in which light, Shelley, no doubt, wished it to be 
chiefly regarded, the poem loses much of its absurdity, 
and is seen to partake, in many places, of an epic grandeur. 
6* 
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What is very remarkaHe, it contains some of the strongest 
realistic word-painting in the language. Its descrip- 
tions of the plague turn the most tenible passives of 
Wilson's poetic drama on the same subject into infantile 
lisping. 

The Genei may be taken to mark an epoch in the devel- 
opment of Shelley's genins, in some respects con-esponding 
to that mai-ked by Syphon in the case of Keats, It is, 
indeed, extremely improbable, that a mind, so superbly 
gifted in one set of faculties as Shelley's, should have 
proved idtimately and essentially defective in tlie stabler 
elements of intellectual power. However this naay be, the 
severe majesty of .Z^^riora is hardly fiirther removed from 
the loose-flowing exuberance of Midymion, than the human 
strength of T/i^ Genei is from the gorgeous dreaming of 
The MffooU of Islam. 

But I am inclined to think that, on the whole, the most 
perfect, and perhaps the most nobly charactenstic, of the 
poems of Shelley, is the Adonais. It is an elegaio poem 
on the death of Keats. It is not, indeed, wholly undefaced 
by Shelley's peculiar dreaminess of fancy. But the theme is 
one capable of commanding Tiniverasil sympathy, and its 
treatment is not such as to repel any mind giited with a 
real sense of the Beautiful, The poem is no less classic in 
its symmetry and unity, than superb in its imagery. The 
dead poet lies under the blue Italian sky, the fitting chamel 
house for such an one as he. Nature mourns ai-ound him. 



" All he had loved and moulded into thouglit, 
From shape, and hue, and odor, and sweet sound, 
Lamented AdonaiS Morning sought 
Her caslem wa1<;h-toiver, and her hair unbound, 
Wet with the teara which should adorn the ground. 
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Dimmed the aerial eyes tliat kinille day; 

Pale ocean in unquiet slumber lay. 

And the wild winds flew around, sobbing in their dismay." 

If absolute perfection could be predicated of any human 
thing, I should call that stanza perfect ; utterly faultless, at 
once in feeling, imagery, diction, and rhythm. The descrip- 
tion of the poets who come to join their lamentations with 
those of nature is of corresponding excellence. The close 
is veiy sublime. In its majestic sadness, the stately Spen- 
sei-ian stanza reaches a sweU and grandeur, perhaps un- 
equaUed in any passage in which it has ever been used. 

" He breatii whose might I havn invoked in song 
Descends on me ; my spirit's bark is driyen 
Far from the shore, fer from the trembling throng 
IViose sails were neyer to the tempest given ; 
The massy earth and sphered skies are riven ! 
I am borne daitly, fearfully afar ; 
Whilst burning through the inmost vail of heaven 
The soul of Adonais, like a star. 
Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are." 

And words from the pen of Keats were probably tho last 
whicli ever passed through the Hps of Shelley .' 

The last tones of the grand old music had died away. 
Scott and Byron, Campbell and Coleridge, Keats and Shel- 
ley, had ceased to cast abroad their vocal spells; and when 
men thought ^f Wordsworth, they thought less of an 
actually living man than of a marble bust, already in its 
niche of feme, the lips closed in majestic silence, never 
more deigning to solicit then- applause. The heait of the 
British nation had ceased to tln-ob with the excitement of 
the wai'. Napoleon had died amid the wail of the far 
Athmtic, his sceptre wrested from his grasp, and only 
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the gleam of his vimished armies to flit before his eye as 
it flickered in the last delirium. Tlie death of Napoleon 
was the termination of the gi'eat historical drama, whose 
first act opened in the Hall of the States General at Ver- 
sailles in 1789. A period of greater stilJne^ particularly 
in Great Britain, succeeded ; a period marked by no poetic 
fertility, and in which poetry ceased to take the lead in 
popular literature, but one in which many influences were 
working towards undefined i3siiea,.and which brought to 
light, in various quarters, more piercmg and delicate 
thought, a deeper reflectiveness, and a more refined culture, 
than had been apparent in the stirring time which went 
before. In the province of iihilosopby, the essays of Ham- 
ilton marked the iutroduction of a profounder erudition 
and a more searching analysis. Carlyle'a essay on Bums 
may be considered the firet of a series of biographical studies 
by that acithor, which must accomiJish a revohition in our 
mode of viewing man, and, by consequence, in our mode 
of writing history : a revolution in the coui-se of which the 
whole theory of man and his ways, accepted fi-om French 
philosophism, and illustrated in such writings, marvellous 
in many respects, as the history of Gibbon, cannot foil to 
be ci'umpled up like a faded map and flung aside. Mainly, 
also, through the labors of Mr. Cai-lyle, the mfluence of 
the last great outburst of Gei-man poetry and philosophy 
entered, more deeply than it had previously done, into the 
agencies by which the most powerful young minds of Great 
Britain were directed. But as yet there was no poetic 
voice in which the blended influences of the time combined 
in cunning hai-mony, and which expressed the most delicate 
result of its refined and reflective culture. For such a 
voice, tlie nation waited. 
In 1830 and 1832 thei-e iissued successively, from the 
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publishing establishment of Mr. Moxon of London, two 
poetical volumos. The ci-itioa of the olden time looked at 
them, sniffed lightly, uttered a few worda of angiy eon- 
tempt, and passed on. Here and there an eye glistened, 
as at the streaks of a new dawn. Here and there an ear 
hearkened, aa to the sound of a new and trancing melody. 
But the great body, even of the cultivated poition of the 
people, was immoved. Tear after yeai- went on. Gradu- 
ally, imperceptibly, surely, a change was wrought. The 
light which had touched the highest inteUectual mountain- 
tops crept slowly but certamly doivn towards the lower 
grounds. The fact at length dawned broadly upon the 
intellect of the nation that an eye had once more been 
opened on the Beautiful, that a fresh revelation of loveliness 
was being made, that a great poet had arisen. That poet 
was Alfred Temiyson. After all that philosophere have 
said, the essentially correct definition of poetry in the con- 
Crete is, The Beautiful in sight wedded to the Beautiful in 
sound. Alfred Tennyson, it was perceived, was gifted with 
an original perception of the Beantiftil in man and in nature, 
"and with an original power of melody by which to consti-ain 
men to gaze upon his visions. It was found, too, that, 
under whatever strange and new conditions, the new poet 
shared the sympathies of his time. His poetry was, as that 
of eveiy great poet more or less is, reflexive of the feelings 
and characteristics of his age; not necessarily of the most 
common or even the strongest, but certainly of some and 
those distinctive. A movement may be traced in the 
hterary pubho of Gi-eat Britain of that period. The vast 
body of readei-s which had found intellectual enjoyment in 
the poetry of Scott and of Byron had divided into two 
great portions. The one, and by far the lai'ger, ceasing to 
discover in the poetry of the day that passionate excitement 
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which had been found m the poetry of Scott and Byron, 
had betaten itself to prose, inainly to the works of Dickens 
and his brother novelists. The other, educated by such 
influences as those at which we have glanced, and with 
literary tastes refined by a familiar and meditative a«quaint- 
ance with the poetry of the previous i>eiiod, sought after a 
more exquisite and costly intellectual pleasnre than could 
be yielded by such wiitera as Dickens. Such a pleasure 
was afforded in the poetry of Tennyson. That poetiy 
reflects the most delicate civilization of the second quarter 
of the nineteenth century ; its dainty elegance, its critical 
fi,stidionsness, its reflective mxising, its slumbering might. 
The time, as I said, was one leas of new emotion or aspira- 
tion, than of musing upon emotions and aspirations which 
had entered the world of mental influence in the preceding 
years; and in the poetry of Tennyson, to use an image 
&rniahed by itsc!^ all those thnnder-clouds of doubt, fear, 
and ambition, wbich had long been roofing the European 
world, were etiU visible, on!y they floated in an evening 
atmosphere, and had grown golden all about the sky. 

The poetical schools of Gi-eat Britam during the first 
part of this century have passed cursorily before us ; and 
1 think the glimpses we had of them enables us, with 
sufficient decision, to trace the outline of Tennyson's poeti- 
cal training. We can picture him first, in the enthusiasm 
of boyhood, hanging enraptured over the page of Scott or 
Byron. The solemn music of Wordsworth would then 
woo him to a loftier region and awaken him to a more 
spiritual enjoyment, the works of the two most populai- 
poets of the age ceasing to satisfy the highest cravings of 
his nature. Coleridge, Keats, and Shelley would afford 
that nourishment and that delight to his strictly poetical 
taste, of which he was in quest. Tlie great poets of a 
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former age, Shakspeave, Milton, and whoever were great- 
est among their predecessors and successors, wonld not, of 
coui-se, have escaped his studious attention. 

It may be said that these remarks are superfluous, since, 
in an age of culture, eveiy poet may be concluded to have 
made himself master of the poetic wealth of his country. 
But I am impressed with the idea that an altogether 
peculiar relation aubsisfe between the poetry of Tennyson 
and that of the great masters by whom he was preceded, 
more especially of those near his own time. The spirit 
of former schools appears to me to have passed into his 
poetry, determmmg its character though undergomg peifect 
transformation. I^ to change the figure, I might imagine 
the gi-eat poets of the language pom-ing the contributions 
of their genius into one golden chalice, I should call the 
poetry of Tennyson a delicately tinted, exquisitely refined 
foam, mantling on the top. This comparison, I need hardly 
say, does not necessarily assign to Tennyson a higher place 
than belongs to any of the poets who preceded him. You 
may excel any number of masters in single effects, yet be, 
on the whole, inferior to them all. On this point I do not 
speak, Nor does the figure impugn the essential originality 
of Tennyson's genius. Originality is to be judged by the 
i-esult : so long as the hues of the flower are blended in the 
unity of life and nature, and compel you to feel the magio 
and freshness of tlieir beauty, you cannot affect its essential 
newness by naming its scientific elements, or by telling 
how the soil was dressed in wliieh it gi-ew. But beai-ing 
these things in mind, it is an interesting and quickening 
application of the critical faculty, to trace, in the poetry of 
Tennyson, the effects of that complex influence under whicli 
his genius developed. His figures are moj-e definite in 
foi-m and more finished in detail than those of Scott : but 
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in the triglit, wandering gleaifls from the dsiys of chivalry, 
■which flit across the pnge of Tennyson, may we not detect 
the influence of the gi-eat romancer of Scotland ? In hia 
occasional biu'sts of paision, maj we not, though dubioualy, 
suffer ourselves to be lemmded of Byron? The spii-it of 
Wordsworth is evei near, as a imld, pervading presence; 
breathing not only in the high and unsullied morality, but 
perceptible at times, m idjlhc piasages of liquid sweetness, 
in a whispered suggestion ot Woi dhworthian childishness. 
The influence of Cokudge and Shelley we can hardly bit 
in discovering in the delRite harmony and inwoven lichnesa 
of the vei-sification, peihaps, also, in tlie choice of inuigery. 
M"or must we fiiil to recollect those foreign influences to 
which allueione has been m^tde, as playing an important part 
in moulding the ideaa of the most cultivated minds in the 
period of Tennyson'a education. The poetry of Dante 
became then the object of veiy careful study, and the 
naanner of Dante, the sternest of poetical realists, is per- 
petually exhibited in the poems of Tennyson. That intense 
realization too, of the idea of art, which was represented 
by Goethe, and that absolute elaboration which his works 
exhibit, had beyond question left an ineffaceable impression 
on the mind of Tennyson. But of all the teachei-s of 
Tennyson, there was none vrith whose genius his own was 
more strictly consonant, or whom he has, or appears to 
have more diligently studied, than John Keats. So close, 
indeed, is the affinity between the poetical genius of Tenny- 
son and that of Keats, that the mention of the latter con- 
ducts us naturally to what must be the central problem in 
a critique on any poet, the question as to what is the par- 
ticular quality and order of his imagination. 

A truce to philosophers. If we once permitted oui-selves 
to dive into the subterranean regions of discussion, analysis, 
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•lid defmitioii, ™ should emerge into the fair fields and 
open skies of objeetive poetry, only with jaded hmbs and 
eihansted patience. Whether there is an essential differ, 
ence between fancy and imagination, in what exaot sense 
imagination can be prononnced creative, whether its opera- 
tion i, of the natnre of that of the reason, conscion. and 
deliberate, or of the nature of dreams, mvolnntary and 
hardly consdons, are qnestiona on whicli I may have a 
decided opinion or not, bnt which I beg leave not to dit 
ens. at present. Our object will be attained with eqnal 
completeness, and ftr greater comfort, by consideiing 
merely two modes, broadly discruninated and perhaps all. 
embracing, in which different poets produce their effects, 
or m which the same poets write on different occasions. 

The first of these modes might be styled that of the 
imagination stimnbtive: tlie second that of the imjgina. 
tion delhieative. The one deals in bold, dashnig, single 
stroke.. It casts a fiash of light over a wide surfiiee of 
conntry, <»nsing every mountain ridge, evei-y valley stream 
every castled crag, to gleam for a moment on the eye, bnt 
revealing no geographical details. It evokes the imagina- 
tion of the reader, by striking bnt comparatively indefinite 
epithets. It says a firee was lovely, a storm terrible, a 
lake beantifiil; but it does not dwell on the "mow-and. 
rose-bloom" in the maiden's fiice, it does not particularize 
the terrora of the storm, it does not speak of every cloud 
that wandered over the lake, or mention the flowers that 
glassed themselves in its mirror. It runs with wizard hmid 
over a thousand cords of association, sympathy, affection, 
toucliing the string but trusting to natnre for the vibi» 
tion. Hot BO with imagination m her other mood. She 
then seems to draw near to the pahiter, that she may 
imitato the dcfniteness of his colors, to the sculptor, that 
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she may reach the perfection of hia forms She exhi -^ts 
her eubiect She de'ds m measuremei t an 1 detiil Hei 
■urn 19 not to nioti'«e 1 ut to 5atLsfj not to stmiulite bit 
to dd neite oi it botl to loaie and stimulate thci Ij 
the effect of mil ute ind elaborate p-untmg 

Bit oil Hume rumnla me that ciiticism TVill not be 
ot niu h use until it deals m ibundant in tance ■knd dlus 
tiatiDu I shall attempt theiefoie to nnke gcod my 
portion lespeotmg the modes of imigintti\e opeiation 
which I have defined and to afibrd illuatrition of tl ose 
modes by one Oi t«o references and citations I piemise 
that, as there is no ■< ich thing as a mathematical line in 
nature neithei hi\e we heie in exact bo mdaiy line Ko 
poet 1 1=1 eier exhibited either ot the imiginatne modes 
to the complete txclusion of the othei Some poets e-diibit 
both m piopoitions difiioult to define B«t (.ertim loeta 
lean to manifestly towiids the one and othera so generally 
tothcothei thit the tact lifordi i satisfiRtory means of 
clissification 

Of imigination stimnlati-ve I suppo e Homei -Kould be 
cited 13 having furnished e\im[ les har lly to be suipi sel 
The old man is of com e gatiulous ind minute but he is 
fond also of the ingle flish of the dinng s'weep of the 
■word that 1 in lies a i\ hole dawn of the eompaiison which 
e^oles a isl >le shadowy host of thoughts sympathies, 
mia£,minga His heioes aie so often hon like ! His miny 
sounding sea diawa onour im'^nationsoendle siy' Sten 
tor bawls as loud is fifty i gieat mdefmite bellow only 
beyond the itich of my dozen of oidiniij moitals 
Achdlea wan lei s b> tht siiii looking nnuttei ible tlim^s, 
but the curtam'5 of his sulhme -ionow lie not drawn 
Miltm, with all his au&teiity anl though his ihjthni is is 
tl e meisured an 1 mil tial muiic of angelic armies is one 
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of the greatest masters of thia from of imagination. Gen- 
eration after generation will ponder hia immortal words, 
and every new form of apprehension, distress, diamay, ter- 
ror, or the l-everae, that the ages exhibit, will be compelled 
by hia irresistible imagination to miniater to its ends. The 
eyes of men will ever peer into that " darkness visible," and 
never will they cease to discover in it 

" sights of woe, 
E^ons of sorrow, doleful sliaiiea, where peaca 
And rest caa never dwell." 

Celeatia] music ever new in tone, celestial fi-agrance never 
to be exhausted, breathe round his Raphaels and Uriels ; 
and the deep scara of thunder, sublimely indefinite, will 
never cease to bo gazei at, with awe and terror, on the 
brow of the faUen Angel. But the finest example of this 
form of imagination m existence is beyond qnestion the 
description of the liorae in Job. " Haat thou given the 
horse strength ? hast thoa clothed hia neck with thunder ? 
canst thou make him afraid as a grasshopper? the glory 
of hia nostrila is terrible. He paweth in the valley, and 
rejoiceth in his strength : he goeth on to meet the armed 
men. He mocketh at fear, and is not afiiighted ; neither 
tm-neth he back from the aword. The quiver rattleth 
against him, the glittering spear and the shield. He 
swalbweth the gi-ound with fierceness and rage; neither 
believeth he that it is the sound of the ti-umpet. He 
saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha I and he smelleth the 
battle a&r ofi", the thunder of the captains and the shout- 
ing." There is, under all this description, a stem and ac- 
curate realism. The abstract qualities of the horse, his 
Bti'ength, corn-age, and the majesty of hia movements, 
are discerned with unening truth. But what words can 
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express the wonder with which ive silently look upon the 
final pictui-e ! If the impressions of a thousand differently 
constituted minds could be recorded after sui-veying the 
mai'vellous portraiture, each set of impressions wonld prove 
different, yet everymind, if capaHe of teing moved at aJl, 
would have been stiiTed to its depths. By the very free- 
dom which is accorded to the impressions of the individual 
beholder, imagination is laid under a spell which will malte 
it work in all chmes and countries forever. 

Dante and Spenser belong to the class of imaginative 
delineators perhaps as obviously as any poets of the whole 
past. Mr. Macaulay has contrasted Milton and Dante on 
essentially the same grounds as those on which we are at 
pr^ent dividing poets into two classes. The poet of 
Florence, whose fe«e we see in his portrsnts, staring on 
there, as if, with nnblenching earnestness, it would look 
through the very sky, seems to have disdained the min- 
istry of the imagination of his fellows. Cold, stern, deter- 
mined, he graved, with a pen of iron, to the last line, and 
then left his writing in the rock forever. Spensei is equally 
minute, but there is no sternness in Spenser. Dante fin 
ishes, because his proud austerity will leave no touch to 
be added by any other finger, because he scoins toil and 
pain, and yearns after hai'd actual truth, Spenser finishes 
because he loves, or because his genial all-embracmg humor 
makes him never tire of any figure, however grotesque oi 
monstrous, which he has once evoked. He will not Ice one 
of the smiles of Una. He loves every tree of the forest, 
and gives you the name of each. If he stands on a heaven- 
kissing hOl, he is so enraptured with the beauty of eaith 
and heaven, that lie must needs tell you of every cloud in 
the sky and every flower in the meadow. Even when he 
yokes unsightly creatures in hideous cai's, he does not gel 
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angry with them: he looks and lingers, and describes, 
laug-hing, perhaps, a quiet laugh. 

Shakspeare will afford, wherever we choose to open, 
admirable examples of both our forms of imaginative ex- 
ertion. 

" Ay, every inch a king : 
When I do stare, see how the subject quakes 1" 

These words of Lear are a magnificent example of the 
im^ination that awakens and stimulates. Thei-e is nothuig 
of kingly dignity, of imposmg presence, of majesty to 
awe, and power to terrify, which you cannot associate 
with that hno and a half. The description of Dover Chff, 
abnost immediately precedmg, is a specimen, though not 
so pure, in the other kind. The suggestive imagination 
insimiatca its voice m a whisper; but the closeness of 
detail is sufficient for illustration. 

"How fearful 
And dizzy 't is, to cast one's eyes so low I 
The crows, and choughs, that lying the midway air, 
Show Ecarce so gross as beetles : haJf way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade I 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head. 
The fishermen, tiiat walk upon the beach. 
Appear like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark. 
Diminished to her cock ; her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : the murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumbered idle pehbles chafes. 
Cannot be heard so high : — I '11 look no more ■ 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong." 

Of aD the poets of the commencement of this century, 
John Keats exhibited, most distinctively and with the 
7* 
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greatest success, the second form of imagmative descriy- 
tioii. Ilis intimacy mth Leigh Hunt perliaps influenced 
liim to adopt this style. Tlie Stori/ of Himini hy the 
former is a very fine specimen of rich, warm, detailed 
coloring. But The Eoe of St. Agnes not merely casts 
the work of Hunt into utter eclipse but is one of the very 
finest examples of the style in existence. The opening 
stanza at once reveals imagination in her lingering, loving, 
particularizing mood. 

" St. Agnes' Evo — Ah, bitter chill it was ! 
The owl, for all bis feathers, was a-cold ; 
The hare lioip'd trembling through tho frozen grasa, 
And silent was the flock in woolly fold: 
Numb were the Beadsman's fingers while be told 
TTia rosary, and while hia frosted breath, 
Like pious incense from a censer old, 
Seem'd taking flight for heaven without a death; 
Past the sweet Virgin's picture, while his prayer he saith." 

But I need not scruple to quote once more the most 
wonderful passage in this wonderfiil poem, a passage 
which perhaps no poet but Keats could ever have written, 
which in the closeness of its det^ is a perfectly distinctive 
example of the deiineative imagination, aad which, in the 
perfect loveliness of every tint, exhibits how rich a poetic 
effect can be produced by tho imagination that so works. 

" A casement high and triple-arch'd there was, 
All garlanded with carven imageries 
Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass, 
And diamonded with panes of quaint device, 
Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes. 
As are the tiger-motb's deep-damask'd wings ; 
And in the midst, 'mong thousand heraldries, 
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And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings, 

A sliielded scutcheon Ijliiah'd with blood of queens and It 

Full on this casement shone the wintry moon, 

And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast^ 

As down she knelt for heaven's gi-ace and boon ; 

Eose bloom fell on her hands, together prest, 

And on her hair a glory, like a SMnt : 

She seem'd a splendid angel, newly drest. 

Save wings, for heaven : — Porphyro gi'ew faint : 

She knelt, so pure a, tiling, bo free from mortal taint. 

Anon his heart revives : her vespers done, 

Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees ; 
Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one ; 

Loosens her fragrant boddice ; by degrees 

Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees : 

Half hidden, like a mermaid in sea weed. 

Pensive a while she dreams awake, and sees. 

In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed, 

But does not look behind or all (be cbarai is fled." 

I must repeat that ko poet of great geniiis ,.^.v.ugo 
exclusively to either of the classes I have eodeavored to 
disciiminate. The genei-al manner is, in The Mie of St. 
Agnes, ninnistakeably marked : yet there might be cited 
from its stanzas example after examplfe of tliose far-illnmin. 
ing words and burnuig metaphors, which belong specially 
to the first kind of imaginative action. In turning to 
Tennyson, we must not expect a uniformity not to be 
found elsewhere, and perhaps inconsiatent with powerful 
genius. But the order of his imagination is marked witli 
a distinctness not admitting of doubt. It delights m 
detail, delineation, finish. Herein is found the key to 
a critical appreciation of the poet ; the point of -siew Irom 
which, surveying all he has done, his time station among 
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mastei's in the same tind may be discovered. Broad aa are 
the flashes of hght which he casts at times across his page, 
exhaustless as is the sug-gestion which lurks in many of 
bis metaphors, belonging as some of his entire poems do 
to the other class, it is side by side with Dante, Spenser, 
and Keats that he tates his stand. It was just about the 
time when his poetical genios was first growing into con- 
sciousness of its might, and in all probability looking earn- 
estly for any aids, in the way of model or advice, to help its 
expansion, that Great Britain was awaking to a sen'ie of the 
loss sustained In the death of Keats, and when that cntitism, 
which had killed by its loud and indiscriminate censnie, 
was hasting to mock by its loud and indiscnminite ap- 
planse. I cannot but think, therefore, that Tennyson must 
have devoted to the works of Keats a close, dehbeiate, 
and emulous attention; nor do I know a better mtioduc 
tion to the poetry of the foiTncr than a familiii acquaint 
ance with that of the latter. One might shrink trom the 
comparison of Tennyson with the three great poets iMth 
whom I have classed him. My idea of hia poetry, as an 
abstract of the perfections of other schools wrapped in the 
light of a new idealization, tends to repel even the sug- 
gestion of such a comparison. But I do not hesitate to 
say that in the works of our great hving poet, there are 
traces of the supreme excellences of Dante, of Keats, and 
Spenser : the austere grandeur and painful finish of the 
Florentine, the classic taste and intellectual strength exhib- 
ited in Ifyperion, and the mellowed splendor, the golden 
glow, the lavish opulence, of Spenser. 

A glance, however cursory, at cert^n of the poems of 
Tennyson, is sufficient to prove and illustrate the preceding 
statements. 

The Jiecolkclio?is of the Arabian J>fights, one of the 
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most remavbable pieces in Tennyson's first volume, reniinda 
one strongly of the Lamia of Keats. In tliat poem, the 
latter shrinks not from the most minute detail He de- 
scribes hie hall of banquet with the accuracy of an inven- 
tory. You know how the flowers festoon from pillai- to 
pillar, how every capital is wi-eathed, whether the vases 
ai-e fluted or plain, where tho light falls from every lamp. 
The youthful Tennyson, in the poem I first named, dreams 
himself away to a scene in the &r East, when the Sultan 
is in the fuU blush of his glory, and gazes entranced on the 
floral and festal magnificence by which he finds himself 
surrounded. Dauntless in its consciousness of power, his 
imagination does not say how beautiful or grand was the 
eastern garden scenery ; it telJa precisely what that aceneiy 
was, it details eacli of its particular appearances. We may 
tlilnk it beautiful or not as we please : the poet merely tells 
us what he saw. No sooner is he afloat on the Tlgi-is than 
we find that the gold of the shrines of Bagdat was fretted, 
and that the gai-dens were high walled. His shallop rustles 
through foliage that is low and covered with bloom, and 
the shadows, filling over the fragrant, glistening water, are 
not general, indiscriminate shadows, but the paiticular ones 
cast fi-om the citron trees. When he passes from the river 
into tlie canal, he finds the outlet guarded by platans; the 
pillared palms make a vault above him as he glides along, 
and the sweet odors which attempt to climb heavenward 
are stayed beneath the dome of hollow boughs; the canal 
is rounded to a lake, and the silver-chiming music of the 
rills, that fall into the water from the green rivage above, 
seems to shake the sparkling flints beneath bis prow; on 
either side of the lake are fluted vases and brazen urns, duly 
occupied by flowers, of which some drop low their crim- 
son bells, while othei-s are studded with disks and tiars ; 
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and the liulbul sings in the coverture of the lemon grove. 
Getting ashore and leaving hie boat hanging by its silver 
anchor, he is led on towards the pavilion of the Caliphat. 
The doors are of cedar, and are carved; they ai'e flung 
inward over spangled floors ; broad flights of stairs run 
up, and the balustrade is of gold; there are fourscore 
windows, which are lighted. At last he looks upon the 
great Sultan himself, and the author of the Court Circular, 
published next morning in Bagdat, could not have de- 
scribed raore faithfully the toul ensemble of his Majesty. 

" Six columns, three on either side, 

Pure silver, underpropt a rich 

Throne of the massive ore, from which 

Down-droop'd, in majiy a floating fold, 

Engarlamded and diaper'd 

With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold. 

Thereon, his deep eye laughter-stirr'd 

With memment of kingly pride, 

Sole star of all that place and time, 

I saw him in his golden prime, 

The GOOD HAROUN ALRASCHIDI" 

The Lady of ShaUoU, ^none, Mariana in the Moated 
Orange, and Mariana in the South need only to be named 
in order to recall the detail of their finishing. It is the 
hand of a pre-Raphaelite that draws the lines and brings 
out the tints. But it is needless to multiply examples. 
I choose one which will, I think, prove ample, and may be 
conclusive. 

Tlie Palace of Art is one of Tennyson's moat charao- 
teristio and marvellous works. If all his other poems were 
lost, I am persuaded that, from this alone could be defined 
the essential quality and order of his genius. Of its value - 
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in philosophy, of the profundity or practical worth of the 
thought it embodies, I do not now speak. It is as an 
exhibition of Tennyson's mode of imaginative operation, 
that I regard it. But it is impossible to proceed except by 
quotation, since no ennimaiy could convey an adequate 
idea of its architectural detail. I bogui, therefore, by 
citing the pass^e in which the erection of the Pahice is 
described. 

" A huge crag platform, smooth as bumish'd brass, 
I chose. The ranged ramparla bright 
From level meadow-bases of deep grass 
Suddenly scaled the Ught 

Thereon I bmit it firm. Of ledge or shelf 
The rock rose clear, or winding stair. 



Four courts I made, east, w^t and south and north. 

In each a squared lawn, wherefrom 
The golden gorge of dragons spouted forth 

A flood of fountain-foam. 

And round the cool green courts there ran a row 
Of cloisters, branched like mighty woods, 

Echoing all night to that sonorous flow 
Of spouted fbuntain-iloods. 

And round the roofi a ^Ided gallery, 
That lent broad verge to distant lands, 

Far as the wild swan wings, to where the sky 
Dipt down to sea and sands. 

From those four jets four currents in one swell 

Across the mountain streamed below 
In misty folds, that, floating as they fell. 

Lit up a torrent-bow. 
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And Mgh on every peak a statue scem'd 

To hang on tiptoe, fogging up 
A cloud of incense, of all odor steam'd 

From out a golden cup. 

So that ghe thought, ' And who shall gaze upon 
My palace with unblinded eyes, 
, While this great how will warer in flie sun 
And that sweet incense rise ?' 

For that sweet incense rose and never M'd, 
And, while day sank or mounted higher, 

The light, aerial gallery, golden rail'd, 
Burnt like a fringe of fire. 

Likewise the deep-set windows, stain'd and traced, 

Would seem slow-flaming crimson fires 
From shadow'd grols of arches interlaced, 

And tipt with frosts-like spires." 

The stnicture, it mast be seen, is conceived as a whole. 
It has the masaiveness of architecture, its proportion, and 
its completeness. Roberts could not have rendered more 
minutely the aenal gallery, the statues on the top, or the 
Gothic windows with their fi'ost-like spii'es. Contrast with 
Tennyson's description the following by Edgai- Poe. 

"In llie greenest of our valleys. 
By good angels tenanted. 
Once a fair and stately palace. 
Radiant palace, reared ite head. 

In the monarch Thought's dominion, 

It stood there ; 
Kever seraph spread a pinion 

Over fahric half so fair. 
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Banners yeCow, glorious, golden. 
On the roof did float and flow," 



With the respective merits of these delineations we have 
nothing to do. But how different they are! The gi-eat 
American poet awatene your imagination by the mention 
of radiant Ughts and floating banners. His palace is ideal, 
shadowy, touched with new hues hy every imagination. 
Painters for many generations might attempt to portray 
it, and each canvass would exhibit an edifice bearing no 
traceable resemblance to any of the others. But Tennyson 
will h^ve none of your pilace ; ho builds you his own. If 
yon p^mt it, you must be careful ; if you painted it a 
hundred times, jou ■« luld be constrained to make the 
ECieat features the s-mie A crag platform, lising fom-- 
square Irom i pl-un of grass ; a stream pouring over the 
iace of the cng, i roof with peaks, on each of which stands 
a statue beaiing incense, a bartizan faced by a golden 
nilmg —these mu^t enter into every attempt to paint the 
Palace ot Art We flnd, then, that the chai-acteristic of 
Tennyson's delineation is extreme accuracy, minute archi- 
tecturaj clearness. Yet the passage I have quoted would 
in general be pronounced obscure, and it is precisely in 
such passages that the difficulty of Tennyson's style is 
exhibited. I feel assm-ed that the lines of Poe would, by 
the majority of readers, be pronounced the clearer of the 
two. How is thisf The answer can be rendered with 
perfect decision. The genei-aj imagination is iar more dis- 
tinguished by excitability, than by definiteness of vision. 
The eye glances along tlie page, securing the mental 
impression, not realizing the separate pictures. Tiiis im- 
pression is what the stimulative imagination auns at, and 
the most popidar poetry of all ages has therefore been the 
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work of the Btimulative imagination. Bat it is quite im- 
possible for the same sort of perusal to suit both the 
modea of imoginatioii. In the one case, the angle worcl 
or metaphor produces its ovrti effect, and there an end. In 
the other case, word must find its word, stanza must be, 
swiftly or slowly, collated with stanza. If all the limbs 
aud features of the body, m a hnmao delineation, are 
specified in their true fonna and colors ; if all the parts of 
an edifice architectui-ally coiTespond ; the scattered mem- 
bers can unite into one liying frame, the separate courts 
and galleries into one palace. But if the delineative poet 
has, in rfie course of his perilous enumeration, put an arch 
where there should be a pillar, or a battlement where there 
should be a rampart, his edifice is strictly a heap of dis- 
jointed j-ubbish. If the reader's imagination refuses to 
follow the poet in meek obedience, the whole becomes, 
whether correct in itself or no, an unintelligible mass of 
confusion, or an unimpressive blank. The descriptions of 
Spenser, Keats, and Tennyson are literally too clear to be 
mstantly comprehended; dark with excess of light. Only 
be silent and listen to such poets and they will tell you &.v 
inore than that thdr mansions are stately, their forests rich 
in light and shade, their maidens sweet and rosy. The 
indefinite, flickering light of your own imagination is sternly 
shorn away: bat by degrees the creation of the poet, rest- 
ing calm as gainst the sky of dawn, every crystal spire 
unchangeably fixed, every golden pillar standing immov- 
able, rises before you and remans forever. 

It is a tempting question, which of these ordei'S of 
delineation demands the greater power and is essentially 
the greater. Perhaps they are co-ordinate. I confess that, 
though the delight I have received from such descriptions 
as those of Spenser, Keats, and Tennyson, has been inex- 
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presaibly intense, I am inclined to yield to the voice of 
humanity, which has, in all ages, accorded supreme popu- 
larity to the poets of the fii-st class. From Homer to 
Byron, those poets have exercised the most potent influence 
over the mass of men, whose touch has been sweeping, who 
have delighted in broad masses of shade and sunshine, 
who have scattered imaginative spells ratlier than finished 
ima^ative pictures. Viewed abstractly, however, the 
case on the other side is exceedingly strong. If unagina- 
tlon works perfectly in every detail, and yet unites her 
whole composition in living harmony, is it fair to unpugn 
the supremacy of her might, because the human eye, 
dazded, it may be, by false glories, turbid through ignoble 
admii-ations, and incapable of a long, cabn gaze, fails to 
take in the magnificent sweep of her lines, to perceive the 
ekborate correspondence of her colors ? Beyond question, 
the higher the scale of culture, the higher is the pleasure 
found in the work perfect m its minuteness as well as m 
its majesty; beyond question, too, the poets who have 
delighted in such work, Dante perhaps excepted, have 
depended more, for theii- power of iascmation, on their 
pure sense of beauty, than on the breadth of theii- hnman 
sympathies or power of general interest. The sense of 
abstract lovehness was possessed by Spenser and Keats as 
strongly and as exquisitely as by any men that .ever lived. 
It might be urged, too, that, m this form of miaginative 
exertion, the sister Arts, poetiy and painting, meet, while 
the indefinite ima^ation affords no forms or colons which 
the painter can follow. The ideal end of painting as an 
Art, and that of the Spenserian unaginatioji,— to reveal 
beauty in perfect form and color, — are identical. Of aU 
pdnters, in landscape at all events, Turner, on a gi'eat 
scale, and old David Cox on a less, have alone, so tar as I 
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can remember, attempted in form and color the suggestlve- 
ness and mystery of the stimulative imagination. But 
here, it is to be feared, Poetiy might step in, arrayed in 
her most gorgeous robes, and declare, with a smile of 
haughty disdain, that Turner and Cox merely struggled 
into her empyreal freedom above the constraints of the 
inferior Art, and that the imagination, which catches a 
gleam from the infinite, and transcends any definite form 
of color to be rendered by human hand, is, after all, the 
grander of the two. 

The description of the palace in the poem we have been 
contemplating, ia perhaps sufficient for our purpose. But 
every stanza is of the same order. A few of them I cannot 
forbear from quoting, 

" Full of great rooms and small the palace stood. 
All various, each a perfect wliole 
From living Nature, fit for every mood 
And change of my still soul. 

For some ■were hung with arraa green and blue, 

Showing a gaudy summer-morn, 
Where -with puff'd cheek the belted hunler blew 

His wreathed bugle-horn. 

One aeom'd all dark and red^ — a tract of sand, 

And some one pacing there alone, 
Who paced forever in a glimmering laud, 

Lit with a low, lai^ moon. 

One shoVd an iron eoast and angry waves, 
You seem'd to hear them climb and fall, 

And roar rock-thwarted under bellowing cavea, 
Beneath the windy walL 
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And one, a fiill-fed river winding slow 

By lierds upon aa endless plain, 
The ragged riina of fliunder brooding low, 

Witli Eliadow-streaks of rain. 

And one, tlie reapers at tlieir sultiy toil. 

In frant they bound the aheavea. Behind 
"Were realms of uplajid, prodigal in oil, 

And hoary to the wind. 

And one, a foreground black ivifli stones and slags, 
Beyond, a line of heights, and higher 

All ban-'d with long white cloud the scornful crags, 
And highest, snow and fire. 

And one, an English home— gray twilight pour'd 

On dewy pastures, dewy trees. 
Softer than sleep— all t'ninga in order stored, 

A haunt of ancient Peace. 



Or sweet Europa's mantle blew nnclasp'd. 
From off her slioulder backward borne : 

From one hand droop'd a crocus: one hand graap'd 
The mild bull's golden horn. 

Or else flush'd Ganymede, his rosy thigh 

Half-buried in the Eagle's doivn, 
Sole as a flying atar shot through the sky 

Above fhe pillai^'d town." 

I donbt whether it is within the limit of possibility to 

bestow too, high a commendation upon these delineations, 

unsurpassed as they ai-e in the whole range of ai-t. Each 

stanza is a poem. Each stanza exhibits a strength and 

8* 
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calmness of imaginative vision, a sense of Bymmetry aiid 
propoition, in one word a capacity to see and delineate 
the Beautiful, wiiicli would render it, if found separately, 
as infellibly demonstrative of supreme poetic genius, A 
single gem, of unparalleled loveliness, teDs of the one 
mine in all the world where it can have been dug. Of 
the mastery of the English language wliich conceaiti'ated 
so many complete pictures into euch frames it is needless 
to spealc. But how distinctly traceable in every line is 
the hand of the finishing imagination ! What can yow add 
to that figure of Europa? Her mantle is unclasped and 
borne bacltward from her shoulder. The crocus droops 
from one hand ; the other grasps the horn of tlie bull, the 
bom being golden and the bull maid. The one epithet 
which might be regarded as a signal of freedom to the 
imagination, "sweet," hardly releases you hero, for you 
can imagine only a quiet, contented, hoping smile. This 
little picture has always seemed to me to reveal the genius 
of Tennyson to the veiy life, — Tennyson, his mark. 

It would be a very delightfiil but is not a necessaiy task, 
to trace the imaginative action, of whicli I have said so 
mnch, through all the poems of Tennyson, whether his 
eai-Iier or his later. For the present I confine myself 
to the former, and even of these I can in this connection 
say but a few words. Observe how the poet always gaaes 
iaco to fiice upon what he portrays, how distinctly he hears 
eveiy word falling from the lips of his characters. He 
never slurs, he never generalizes. Is he in his idyllic mood, 
wandering by the brook or among the hay-cocks ? He sees 
the apple-blo^om as it sfuls on the rill ; the garden lii'alk is 
bordered with lilac ; the green wicket is in a privet hedge. 
He lets you hear the very words of the simple, kindly 
rustics, and you see the flowers plucked for the wreath 
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to bind the hrow of the little child. Is it of affection or 
passion, in the ilcpth of their tenderness or the might of 
their burning, that he speaks ? He shows you the eyelid 
of the mother qnivering, and every little flutter, of love 
and doubt, in the breast of the village bride. Or the 
irresistible emotion reddens over cheek and brow, like a 
northern morning, and the inmost secrets of the spirit 
da\Tn out in the dai-k of the hazel eye. He seems to track 
the blood in the veins as it courses from the heart to 
the cheek. The bride in The Lord of Burkigh has just 
heard the announcement, that the landscape painter -whom 
she had loved is a great and wealthy noble. Tennyson 
does not say how she was impressed. He merely looks at 
her and reads off the signs on her face. 

" All at once the color flushes 

Her aweet face from brow to eiia ; 
Aa it were with sliame she bluahea, 
And her spirit changed within. 

Then her countenance all over 
Pale again as death did prove." 

This is alL Ton hear, in a little, how she strove against 
her wcalmess, and addressed herself to her wifely duties, 
but of her feelings at the tune you hear nothing. The 
characters in which nature wrote those feelings are set 
before the eye ; and how vivid, how profound their por- 
traiture, how delicate and deep their pathos ! 

Tennyson's diction and melody are in perfect hai-mony 
with his imaginative fiwulty. To describe his command of 
language, by any ordinary tei-ms, expressive of fluency or 
force, would be to convey an idea both inadequate and 
It ia not only that he knows every wordin. 
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the language suited to express his every idea; he can select 
with the ease of magie the word that of all others is best 
for his purpose: nor is it that he can at once summon to his 
M.d the beat word the language affords ; with an art whidi 
Shakspeai-e never scrupled to apply, though in our day it 
is apt to be counted mere Germanism and pronounced 
contrary to the genius of the language, he combines old 
words into new epithets, he daringly mingles old colors to 
bring out new tints that never were on sea or shore. His 
words gleam )ike pearls and opals, like rubies and emeralds. 
He yokes the stem vocables of the English tongue to the 
chariot of his imagination, and they become gracefully bril- 
liant as the leopards of Bacchus, or soft as the Cytherean 
doves. He must have been born with an ear for verbal 
sounds, an instinctive appreciation of the beautiful and deli- 
cate in words, hardly ever equalled. His eai'Uest poems are 
festoons of verbal beauty, which he seems to shake sport- 
ively, as if he loved to see jewel and agate and almondine 
glittering amid tropic flowers. He was very young when 
he published the. SecoUections qf the Arabian Nights; yet 
that piece displays a femiliarity with the most remote and 
costly stores of the English language not exceeded in the 
same space by Spenser. If these expressions seem to any 
extravagant, I would beg to suggest a study of two poems; 
— I might name twenty. Consider Meanora and The 
Lotos Eaters. Both these poems are every way charac- 
teiTstic of Tennyson, and illustrate admirably his imagina- 
tive method. I regai'd them, in respect of diction, as not 
only justifying every word 1 have said, but as putting 
utterly to shame my attempts to convey an adequate 
impression of Tennyson's power over words. Here I 
cannot quote single verees; for there are no degrees in 
perfection ; and the most minute acquMntance with these 
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poems leaves me deliberately unable to point to a line in 
either, of which the diction is not absolutely perfect. In 
the case of EUanore I can ji^t imagine it objected, that 
the amhition of the diction overleaps itself and falls on the 
other Bide, that the skill of the poet, like the inimitable 
finish of LewL? on the dress of an uninteresting woman, is 
expended so lavishly on robes and jewelry, that the serene 
imperial Eleaaore fails to concentrate our regard. But of 
Th,6 Lotos Miters, this cannot be even argued. As you 
read that poem, you are so steeped in its golden hmgor, 
you are so ovei-powered by the ti-ance-iike joy of its calm, 
that you cannot think even of the spell that binds you. 
The fo!-ce of language could no further go. 

Tennyson's choice of measure, and general sense of 
rhythm and melody, correspond aecui-ately with the order 
of his imagination, and the pearly delicacy of his diction. 
It, too, generally requii-es, for \%a full appreciation, an ear 
that will listen carefully, and even permit itself to be 
tuned to the melody. There is rarely that instantaneous 
attractiveness, which a well known measure, handled with 
any novelty or skill, is sure to possess; an attractiveness 
to be deemed analogous to that eupei-ficial beauty, which 
clearness and elegance unpart to pi-ints in annuals, and 
soft, well contrasted lights and shades to pictures generally. 
There is no reliance on antithesis, as is so common in the 
smaller lyrics of Byron. There is no courting of anape- 
Stic buoyancy, or volnptuoue sweetness, as in the lyrics 
of Moore. In almost every case, the radical metrical foot 
is the iambus, that most deeply consistent with the genius 
of the English tongue, but that~ also, affording the poet 
the least resom'ce in dashing turns or sounding cadences, 
and forcmg him to trust most exclusively to his real power, 
to the gold seen gleammg beneath the pellucid current of 
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his verse. Iiocksley Sail is a magnificent exception to 
Tennyson's general habit, its trochaic measure being bu- 
perbly adapted for the exiDressioii of passion, and itself 
being incomparably the finest of trochjuc melody in the 
language. But though Tennyson's measures are generally 
iambic, he breathes into them a melodiousness which is 
new, and gives them foi-ms of liia own. The stanza of 
The Palace of Art is quite new, and it is only by degrees 
that its exquisite adaptation to the style and thought of 
the poem is perceived. The eai- instmctively demands, in 
the second and fourth lines, a body of aonnd not much less 
than that of the first and third; but in Tennyson's stanza, 
tlie fell is complete ; the body of sound in the second and 
fourth lines is not nearly sufficient to balance that in the 
first and tiiird ; and the consequence is, that the ear dwells 
on the alteraate lines, esi>ecially on the fourth, stopping 
there to listen to the whole verse, to gathei' up its whole 
sound and sense. I do not know whetlier Temiyson ever 
contemplated scientifically the effect of this. I should 
think it far more likely, and indicative of £u' higher genius, 
that he did not. But it appears to me that no means could 
be conceived for setting forth, to such advantage, those 
separate pictures, " each a perfect whole," which constitute 
so great a portion of the poem. Wherever the picture to 
be drawn is spread over several stanzas, or the same precise 
strsun of feelmg is kept up for so long, the form of the 
verse is felt to be by no means equally suitable, and the 
ear, accnstomed to the deep rest of the full stop after the 
short line, will hardly consent merely to stop a moment at 
a comma, and then hasten to the succeeding verse. But 
it is a poor business analysing vei-se iike this, or attempting 
to reduce it to scientific rules. It is like trying to convey 
an" idea of a flower, by enumerating its stamens and tissues, 



by Google 



TENNYSON AND HIS TEACHEKS. 05 

or by presenting it, dried and shrivelled, with its name 
beside it, in some adust herbarinm : instead of holding it 
up to the living eye, arrayed in that dress of purple, or 
blue, or scarlet, 'which God taught it to weave for itself from 
the sunbeams, or inhaling that fragrance, which eludes, like 
a spirit, the mde touch of science. Better is it, in thinking 
of the melodiousness of Tennyson's poetiy, to leoall tlioae 
hours, so intensely, so serenely happy, ■\( hen giadnallj the 
ear carae under its spell: when the nuUei's diu^diters, 
and gardener's daughters, first glided mto the field of 
Tision, to tender, mildly cheerful muiic , ■« hen the Dnam 
of Miir Womm, and Thf Lotos Eateri, and The JPalace 
of Art, almost hushed the beatmgs of the heart, at the 
flute-like softness and dreamy calm of their melody; when 
the tropic lightnings of passion first flashed amid the 
thunder of Locksley SaU, oi -n hen the great autumnal 
son-ow of In Memoriam, ^ on ed it-self m a rhythm, solemn 
and majestic as the roll ct the mehncholy main. The 
melody of Tennyson's poems is peihaps more peculiarly 
his own even than his other charict eristics ; it is still more 
difficult than m the case of these, to find its prototype in 
preceding English poetry. 

We have hitherto, strictly spe^lung, considered only the 
methods and appliances of Tennyson s genius. His form 
of imaginative exertion, his diction, and his melody, are 
perfectly separable, in critical consideration, from the emo- 
tions he portrays, the thought he utters, or the new aspects 
of nature's beauty to which he opens our eyes. Expression 
is, in a sense, evei-ytliing in poetiy, as painting is in a sense 
everything in the pictorial Art : in the sense, namely, that, 
whatever thought and feeling may be exhibited, without 
metrical expression, in the one, or pictorial expression, in 
the other, loses the distmctive characteristic, however much 
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it may retain of the general character, of either. Yet 
expression can never be all in all, whether in painting or in 
poetry. Some association, however we may define it, ivith 
the world of human thought and feeling, is indispensable. 
The perfect tones of a prism will never bo to man as the 
imperfect tones of a pictiu-e; and the pnre notes of music 
are vacant of influence, tintil, by combination into melodies, 
they attain the power of touching the mystic chords of 
association. Whatever the conditions prescribed by the 
natm-e of each Art, there is no Art in which it is not neces- 
sary that there be a something related to its expression aa 
substance is related to foi-m. Here again, the genius of 
metaphysics beckons us to answer a few stiff and ancient 
questions, touching the natui-e of those truths, of expeii- 
ence, of feelhig, of reason, which may be pronounced neces- 
saiy m poetry. What, asks that menacing presence, is 
the connection between the Good, the Beantiiul, and the 
Trae ? Are Science and Poetiy one, or are they different, 
and how ? Happily Poetiy has not the unreasonable habit 
of tliat beautiful but whimsical lady, the Sphynx. Poetry 
does not insist upon our explainmg the riddle of the nature, 
or any other riddle, before enjoying the benignity of her 
smile. But our present business is criticism, and a word 
or two, as to the relations of Poetiy and Science, may ren- 
der us important assistance as we proceed. 

Professor Wilson pronounced Poetiy to be "the true 
exhibition, in musical and metrical spoecb, of the thoughts 
of humanity when colored by the feelmgs, throughout the 
whole range of the physical, moral, intellectual, and spiritual 
regions of being." As a definition of poetiy, this might 
be open to objection, but as a definition of poetry by Pi-o- 
feasor Wilson, it is of value. Wilson's scientific capacity 
was perhaps as feeble as his dramatic. But he was the 
greatest sympathetic critic that ever used the English Ian- 
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goage, the man most thoroughly capable, through delicacy, 
power, and range of sympathy, to cUsoover and appreciate 
poetic excellence. Nor was he ever tempted, by over- 
reflnement of sensibility, or sickly admiration for any par- 
tiealar mannerism, to abandon the broad canons of criticism 
■which base themselTca on deep and universal laws of human 
nature. He is pre-eminently fitted to represent the culti- 
vated but healthy human mind, as affected by poetry. 
Viewing hua in this capacity, importance must be attached 
to his -words. When thought is contrasted with feeling, as 
he contrasts it, it must have reference to truth. ThonghtB 
without any substantial basis of truth are valueless or incon- 
ceivable. And Professor "Wilson's words deai-ly indicate 
that, in regardmg poetry, he experienced an instinctive 
craving for this substantial truth, whether as recorded in 
experience or construed to reason. 

The view of Goethe and his school in Germany, adopted 
by Mr. Carlyle, touchmg the relation between the True and 
the Beautiful, between Poetry and Science, I understand 
to be, that Poetry, in its true essence and noblest reahza- 
tion, presents the truths of reason in the forms of sense. 
The mere expression of such an opinion indicates the neces- 
sity felt by such thinkers as Goethe and CarlyJe to discover, 
in tho last resort, some intimate, indissoluble alliance be- 
tween the True and the Beautiful. 

But it is unnecessary to make any parade of authorities 
on this pomt. The right doctrine can bo reached without 
any pamful consultation of Aristotle, Bacon, and the rest. 
When understood in its proper sense, it will be univei-saUy 
conceded as an axiom, that truth is insepai-abie from every 
sound form of composition. But what is tmth ? of what 
docs it consist? It may aU be classed under two catego- 
ries, each containing two divisions ; — 
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1. (a) Whath; (b) TFActi may supposubly, iii change of 
time or condition, be. 

2. (a) Bow what exists is ; (b) Hbw the sapposably exist- 
ent would be. 

All Art has, as its subject matter, truth of the first cate- 
gory; all Science truth of the second. 

There ia nothing hero in the slightest degree obscure, or 
diEBcult of comprehension, Goethe and Carlyle, in recog- 
nizmg the essential connection between poetry and form, 
lend us really their suppoi-t ; their antithesis between truth 
of reason and form of sense can alone be rightly interpreted, 
iu accordance with our categories ; only I think that, by 
feirly recogniaing truth as equally independent of poetry 
and science, we are secured from certain errors, into which 
a definition of poetry simply as the truths of reason in the 
forma of sense might lead us. It would be eiTOneous to 
give any countenance to the idea that poetry receives cer- 
tain truths from reason, attained by the method of logic, 
and proceeds to clothe them in the forms of sense. We 
should thus find ourselves identifying Art with allegory ; 
a peril not altogether escaped hi the poetry of Schiller, 
and surely affecting the rugged ti-uthfulness of Wilhelm 
Meister. I shall not, however, enter here into any debate. 
Concluding that the antithesis suggested by Mr. Carlyle ia 
the key to the whole subject, and professing merely to 
interpret and formally apply it, we shall find the division I 
have made sufficient for the classification of all Art and aU 
Science, whether real or ideal. 

Ai-t, then, always deals with what is, or with what may 
be. Its postulate ia that nothing is, or may be imagina- 
tively represented, which is not worthy of observation. It 
is divided into reahstic and ideal. Realistic Ait concerns 
itself with what is; its subject matter is the now existent 
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universe : ideal Art eoneei-Bs itself with the world of imag- 
ination ; its subject matter is all that the imaginative faculty 
calls up in vision, looks forward to in hope, or combines into 
new creations. The ultimate attainment of realistic Art 
would be, by all-embracing, all-potent obseiTation, by all- 
penetrating, all-compelling im^nation, to body forth, in 
form, motion, color, the existent universe, animate and 
inanimate. The last achievement of ideal Ait would be, to 
represent, not in theory but in fact, a perfect universe. It 
would set before tii, with Bato, the world of the idea, 
with tlie idea at last perfectly expressed in foim; it 
would show ua that " type of perfect in the mind," for 
which Tennjson looked m vain in nature; in an expre^y 
Christian scheme of thmgs, it would exhibit humanity re- 
adomed in its paradisal garments, in a world fitted to such 
a race, or robed in a purer whiteness than that of Paradise, 
on the plains of heaven. The province of Art is thus 
shown to be commensurate with the powers of the human 
intellect, and the re^ons of the finite. 

Turning to Science, there is no more difficulty in dis- 
criminating between real and ideal Science, than between 
real and ideal Art. The utmost conceivable perfection of 
realistic Science would be foi-mally to construct, from its 
elements, the whole material universe, of nature and of 
man, — to trace, in aD their operations, the laws by which 
it consists. Ideal Science is not so iamiliar to our concep- 
tions as ideal poetry. But if we do concede it a sphere, 
its ultimate achievement is definable as the exhibition, in 
its forming and sustaining laws, of jxissible perfection. A 
perfect theory of Plato's ideal world, a perfect thet/ry of 
man and nature renewed by Chi-istianity, would precisely 
answer to this. 
The grand antithesis between Art and Science is that of 
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form, and law, of result and cause, of representation and 
dialectic, of tlie visible and invisiblo. Art looks; her 
guide, from star to star, is the chemb contemplation: 
Science investigates. Art depicts; Science records. 

This distinction is available for important practical pur- 
poses. 

It enables us, to begin with, ta perceive how and why it 
is that Art is associated inseparably with the Beautiful, 
while Science has no essential connection with beauty what- 
ever. Science deals with what nature does not show. She 
lifts the green turf of the mountain, to investigate the 
strata ; she divides the ray of light, to examine its separate 
filaments ; she lays open the cheek of beauty, to trace the 
course of the arteries. She is entirely converaant with 
those processes and those forms, by contrast with which 
nature produces her final effects of beauty. Science, there- 
fore, save in the work of discovering and classifying per- 
fected forms hitherto unobserved, has no office whatever in 
connection with the Beautiful, But Art has to do only 
with what is seefi, whether by the eye of sense or of imag- 
ination. She gazes enraptured on the di-ess of nature, 
intended to be admired : that garment, woven by the hand 
of God, inefi'able in its beauty, in which the purple of night, 
dark against the stav-fli'es, the green of earth, touched with 
crimson and gold, the blue of ocean wreathed with tinted 
foam, the azure of the sky, flushed with dawn and even, 
and hung with broidered vdls of cloud, combine in one 
picture of sublimity and loveliness, over which the angels 
clap their hands, and on which we of the earth can never 
gaiie with eufiicient wonder and earnestness. All that Art 
can see of the untdnted workmanship of God is beaatiful. 
Wherever the shadow of sm has come, a Wight has passed 
over beanty. In humanity, in world-history, Art does not 



by Google 



TENKVSON AMD HIS TEACHERS. 101 

find all beautiful. But beauty is bound up in the puipose 
of the ages ; the Good, the Ti-ue, the Beautifiil struggle on 
together, to celestial music, through the night of time; 
with every new throb of the heart of mankind towards a 
higher life and a loftier nobleness, a fi'esh glory and love- 
hnesa passes, as it were a blush, along its countenance. At 
the meiidian splendor of this lovehness, ideal Art guesses 
and gaaes fi-om afar. And thus Art's function, whether in 
the re^ or the ideal, is ever with the Beautiful. 

But, next, does not our antithesis explain the fa<!t that, 
in aU ages, pleasure has been associated with Art, that the 
poetic nature finds delight in external nature, and that a 
magnificent, rapturous ease is the mood deemed appropriate 
to poetic composition ? The forms of God's universe are 
fitted, with Bubhme beneficence, to impai-t joy. God willed 
that whatsoever countenance, of man or angei, unstamed 
by sin, looked upon his world, should break into a smile. 
God sjud let there be light; and moniiug drawing aside 
the vail of night will ever continue the emblem of joy, 
because it shows us, once more, that world which then 
flashed into visibihty and beauty. The feet that the con- 
templation of external loveliness is productive of joy cannot 
be called in question ; and we may view it either as a proof 
that the Creator of the univei'se is good, or as a proof that 
the God of Christianity is the God of Nature. I am per- 
fectly assured that whosoever has spoken of the exercise 
of the poetic faculty, -whether m the case of Milton, Dante, 
or Goethe, as somethmg arduous, difficult, painful, has 
erred. To all earnest and honest labor a joy is annexed; 
there is pleasure, if not m the pielmimaiy toil, at least ui 
the ultimate discos erj , of science but m ti-ue poetic com- 
position, the joy approaches ripture The fine frenzy that 
Shakspeare saw in the eye of the poet was unquestionably 
9* 
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a frenzy of joy. De Quincey, in his own fiisliion of ilLaging 
abroad, with princely recklessness, liints that lighten over 
wide regions of thought, remarks that the life of poetic 
enthusiasm, which Coleridge led during his youth, unfitted 
him for the sternness of life and made him an easy victim 
to opium. He required, saya De Quincey, finer bread than 
was baked with wheat. The observation is pointedly true 
in the case of Coleridge : and doubtless the in-egular lives 
of poets, and their inability in general to grapple steadily 
with the difficulties of life, are to a great extent traceable 
to the insipidity with which every day realities must present 
themselves, after the raptui'ous excitement of imaginative 

Truth then, to return, is of the essence of poetry as well 
as of science. But in the one case, the truth is always 
enveloped in foi-m ; in the other it is ehminated Irom form. 
Science gives you truth in algebraic formula ; poetry gives 
you truth in the dance of the stars. A Newton is mighty 
in the exposition of law, a Shakspeare in the exhibition of 
fact, of human and physical nature as actually existing or 
as seen under the revealing idealization of his imaginative 
genius. An Aristotle applies a powerful analysis to the 
laws of morals ; a Milton exhibits those grand revolutions, 
in human and angelic existence, in which the might and 
grandeur of moral law have been displayed. 

But it is necessary to guard here gainst a misapprehen- 
sion. We are so apt to associate everything with inference 
and lesson, that when we talk of truth in Science or Art, 
we almost in-esistibly think of some expressly didactic 
moral. But it hardly admits of qiiestion, that neither 
Science nor Art is by nature bound to acknowledge the 
justice of the claim thas implied. Truth in visibility is all 
Art professes to give: truth in law all we can require of 
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Science. Science may investigate the laws of cookery, or 
tliose of the heavenly bodies: and her dignity, no doubt, 
increases as she ascends. Ait may delineate the wayside 
weeds, or pencil out the lightest bodyings of fancy, — the 
reveries of the child, the dance of the dairies ; she may 
represent also the moraitaiiis that steady the earth, the 
armies that have shaken the plains of heaven ; and her 
greatness, too, mcreases as her subjects ai-e ennobled. Bat 
as to express morahzing, Science may be dumb as the 
pyramids, and Art silent as the dew. 

It is necessary, also, once more to recollect that neither 
is there bero a mathematical line of demarcation. Art and 
science, realism and idealism, perpetually mingle in the 
concrete example. 

Tennyson's right to a place among the really great poets 
of the human race is vindicated by this fact, That he has 
looked, as a gi-eat man might, upon what is most distinc- 
tive in the age in which he wiites, and that he has bodied 
forth the resnlt with marvellous poetio realization. Tliis I 
proceed briefly to establish. 

One good example may at times convey, expressly or by 
implication, a whole argument. I choose here one iUustra- 
tion of Tennysoa's truth-grasping power, which seems to 
me to necessitate the conclusion that he is a great poet, in 
the sense of seemg and poetically embodying great truths. 
It is the same as that I selected as a perfectly satisfactory 
lUustration of his peculiar imagmative mothod. The Palace 
of Art. When we contemplate this poem, what do we 
behold ? We see a human being, represented by the soul 
of the poet, separatmg from the rest of the world, and 
gomg to dwell m a palace apart. This palace is goi-geously 
constructed. Its roofe gleam with gold. Its courts echo 
with fountiiins. A torrent-bow is lit up lioui tlie edge of 
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the Ci'f^ on which it ia huilt. The interior is adorned ivith 
the most rich, refined, and elahorato magnificence. The 
eye can rest on oo spot from which there does not come an 
answering beam of beauty. In the towers are great bells, 
moving of themselves with silver sound. Through the 
pdnted windows, stream the lights, rose, amber, emerald, 
blue. Between the shining Oriels, the royal dais ia placed, 
hung round with the paintings of wise men, and there 
the inmate takes her throne, to smg her songs in solitaiy 
beatitade. 

" No nightingale delighteth. to prolong 
Her low preamble all alone, 
More than my soul to hear her eeho'd song 
Throb through the ribbed stone; 

Singing and murmuring in her fcastfiil mirth. 

Joying to feel herself aliye, 
Lord oTsr Nature, Lord of the visible earth, 

Lord of the senses five ; 

Communing with herself r ' All these are mine, 
And let the world have peace or wars, 

T is one to me.' She — when young night divi, i 
Crown'd dying day with stars, 

Mating sweet close of Ms delicious toils — 

Lit light in wreaths and anadems, 
And pure quintessences of precious oils 

In hollow'd moons of gems, 

To mimic heaven ; and clapt her hands and cr!ei\ 

'I marvel if my still delight 
in this great house so royal-rich and wide, 

Be flatter'd to the height. 
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0, all thmga fair to sate my various eyes I 
O, shapes and lues that please me well! 
.0, Mlent faces of the Great and Wise, 
My Gods with whom 1 dwell 1 

0, God-like isolation which art mine, 

I can but count thee perfect gain, 
What time 1 walch the darkening droves of swine 

That range on yonder plain ! 

In filthy sloughs they rol! a pmrient skin, 

They graae ajid wallow, treed and sleep; 
And oft some brainless deyil enters in, 
And (Wyes them to the deep.' 

Then of the moral instinct would she prate, 

And of the rising from the dead. 
As hers by right of full-accompiished Fate ; 
And at the last she said : 

'1 take possession of man's mind and deed. 

I care not what the seels may brawl. 
I sit as God, holding no form of creed, 

But contemplating aJl.' " * 

Thns it continues for three years. Then, siifWoiily, all ia 
changed. The proud soul is smitten from the licight of 
her gloiy into sore deepau-. A darkness and a pestilence 
pass over the beauty with which she is surrounded. She 
cannot comprehend how tho woe has come, hut her palace 
ia now an abode of loathing and ghastliness. 

" ' What .' is not this my place of strength/ she said, 
' My spacious mansion built for me. 
Whereof the strong foundation stones were laid 
Since my first memory ? ' 
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But in dart comers of her palace stood 

Uncertain shapes ; and anawarca 
On wbite-eyed phantasms weeping tears of blood, 

And horrible nightmarea, 

And hollow shades enclosing hearts of flame, 
And, with dim fretted foreheads all, 

On corpses three monfha old at noon she came, 
That stood agdnst the wall. 



Back on herself her serpent pride had cttri'd. 

' No voice,' she shrieked in that lone hall, 
' No voice breaks through the slJUnesa of the world ! 

One deep, deep dience all ! ' " 

At last the end comes : — 

" She howl'd aloud, 'I am on fire within. 
There comes no murmur of reply. 
What is it that will take away my sin. 
And save me lest I die ? ' 

So when four years were wholly finished, 

She threw her royal robes away. 
' Make me a cottage in the vale,' she said, 

' Where I may mourn and pray.' " 

In all this— in the whole of the poem, — with its perfect 
symmetry, and that elaborate fullness of beauty which 
isolated quotations BO defectively represent — it is jnat 
possible that certain persons may not find any great tnith 
revealed. Stated in so many words, the poem does not 
contain a single didautio lesson. The poet-natiire of Tenny- 
son, instinct with an unconseions appreciation of the essence 
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of Art, prevented the possibility of there being any euch. 
But taking the poem in the noble charactei-s of its breath- 
ing form, 13 there any difScuIty in knowing what it means ? 
Even had those lines, in whioh the poet explicitly announces 
his design, been absent, the signiflcanco would have been 
perfectly dear. But those introductory lines, and the 
name of the poem, leave ono and only one possibility open 
for mistake, — incapacity to comprehend or estimate the 
truth embodied. That truth is very ancient, if not in 
didactic expression, at least in historical manifestation : but 
as proclaimed by Tennyson, it may lay claim to a high 
originality. The right is always origmal ; if we embrace 
in the term right, seasonableuess of occasion, verity of 
doctrine, and perfect execution. The truth embodied m 
The Palace of Art has the infallible mai'k of originality, 
that it was specially called forth by the requh-ements of the 
time. In itself, besides, it is of so refined and exalted a 
nature, that it never can become commonplace. It ia 
simply this. That Art can never be rehgion, that man can 
never hve nobly all for himself, that the supremacy of 
intellectual culture, ministei-ed to by aO the beauty and 
intelligence of the world, is not so excellent aa the lowly 
eelf-saci-iflce of daily hfe. It is, that there ai-e abysmal 
deeps of personality, in which slumber earthquakes, to con- 
vnlse the soul despite of all the aznre smiling of beauty ; 
and that aU the lamps which man can kindle here, to make 
a heaven for himself, will be bat a vain mimicry of real 
feUeity. When we consider that Tennyson's poems gen- 
erally, and tliis poem in particular, teem with umnistalieable 
evidence that he has drunlc, perhaps more deeply than any 
other poet, at the fountains of Art ; when we reflect that 
the influence of Goethe upon the development of his genius 
has been profound and pei-vasive ; and when we remember 
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that the most refined and plausible delusion of the age, 
presented in many foi-ms, is radically this of putting culture 
for godliness, ive are shut up to the conclusion that the 
writer is original and powerful, and that the truth he prac- 
tically proclaims is substantial and important. I should 
bold it, too, in the highest degree dishonoring to Tennyson, 
to imagine, that he exhibited this truth merely as a poetical 
artist, that he chose it for its literaiy capabilities. In no 
case does our great poet protrude his religion; but hia 
moral tone is as pure as Milton's; and In Memoriam 
contains numerous passages, indicative of a deep and medi- 
tative acquaintance with the highest questions of religion, 
and revealing the heaven-light of Christianity plainly iiTa- 
diating the moralities of earth. In The Falace of Art, 
let it not bo questioned, Tennyson's grand intent was, to 
exhibit the ghastly isolation of mere individual culture, the 
hollowness of self-worship (or that reflected solfworship 
which in "the Great and Wise" finds "Gods,") in contrast, 
not didactically unfolded but poetically suggested, with the 
household sanctities, the simple joys, the home-love, the 
heaven-lovo, the ancient, motherly smile, of Christianity. 
Of the Imaginative power with which the great truth of 
the poem is exhibited, it is unnecessary, after what has 
been said, to make any remart. Suffice it to say, that, 
after having as it were kept this poem before my mind's 
eye for many years, I still g^e in fresh wonder on its 
marvellous poetical perfections, combining towai-ds the en- 
forcement of one great truth. 

Only a gi'eat poet could have composed The Palace 
of Art. 1 do not, therefore, deem it absolutely necessary 
to cite any other instance, from the poems of Tennyson, of 
the combination of strictly intellectual with strictly poetic 
power. But I cannot forbear making a reference to The 
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Two Voices. Tliis poem is perhaps unique. It is in the 
highest sense philosopliic, nay, metaphysical, throughout: 
yet no lyrical ti-ill of undiluted melody, no lilt sung by 
village mmden, was evej- more purely and entirely iroetical. 
The subject of the piece ia that riddle of the painful earth, 
of which we hear In The Palme of Art. The argument 
on the one side is, that it were better to em-se God and 
die ; on the other, that it were better not to do so. The 
force and acuteness of the reasoning would foe sufficient to 
fit out a powerful and original dissertation m metaphysics. 
But docs the poet stumble on syllogism, or glide out of the 
form of poetie Art, into the analysis of metrical Science ? 
By no means. The poem is a study of the richest poetry, 
from the consistency with which nature sustains the ai-gu- 
ment on either side. If sorrow is expressed, it is less in 
human accents than in the tears of nature ; moniing weep- 
ing in her stiU place, and the daisy fading away in death. 
If joy is described, it ia written in the calm hght of a 
Sabbath morn, and in the flowers hiding the grass. If donbt 
disappomted hope, vain aspiration, are shadowed forth^ 
they are emblemed by the mist of the hills, and the crags 
momentarily seen and then hidden behind its wi-eathing 
folds. If courage and resolution are the theme, we see the 
Sashing of the battle in the distance, and mark the gleam 
on the face of the dying warrior as he watches the last 
victorious charge. Sucli knowledge of natm-e's language, 
so true, so deep, so varied, never belonged but to the born, 
the master poet. Readers who are novices m this language, 
who have not sympatheticaUy studied m the mighty volume 
of nature, find the poem obscui-e. The express declai-ations 
of didactic composition, the exposed hnks of science, they 
miss. Such the poetic mstinct sternly denies them. But 
when the poem is read poeticaUy, it beams with light. 
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Truth, sayB the scientific skeptic, is unattdnahle. Tliat is 
a simple fact, simply stated, and its accompaniment may 
be either irony or wliatever else of a prosaic nature ivill 
suit. The poet- skeptic states the same fact, and likewise 
accompanies it with delicate irony. But you have a series 
of views, intelligible or uiiintelligihle, instead of a state- 

" Cry, faint not : either Truth is bom 
Eeyoncl the polar gleam forlorn, 
Or in the gatewap of the morn. 

Cry, faint not, climb : the summits slope 
Beyond the furthest flighM of hope, 
Wrapt in dense clouds from base to cope. 

Sometimes a little corner shines, 

Aa over rsdny mist inclines 

A gleaming crag with helt3 of pjnea. 

I -will go forward, sayest thou, 
I stall not fail fo find her now. 
Look up, the fold is on her hrow. 

If straight thy track, or if obhque, 

Thou know'st not. Shadows thou dost strihe, 

Embracing cloud, Ldon-hke." 

Ti'uth, answers the sdentifle believer, may be difficult to 
define in the abstract ; but I must credit the nobleness of 
the gi-eat believers and actors of human history. The poet- 
believer answers thus : — 

"I cannot hide that some have striven, 
Achieving calm, to whom was ^ven 
The joy that miices man with heaven ' 
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Who, roiving hard against the siream, 
Saw distant gates of Eden gleani, 
And did not dream it was a dream, 

Bnt heard, by secret transport led; 
Even in the chamels of the dead, 
The murraurof the fountain-head — - 

"Which did accomplish their desire. 
Bore and forbore, and did not tire, 
Lilto Stephen, an unquenched fire. 

He heeded not reviling tones, 

Hor sold his Jieart to idle moang, 

Though cursed and scorned, and briuEod with stones : 

But looking upward, full of grace, 
He pray'd, and fi-om a happy place, 
God's gloiy smote him on the face." 

The conclusion of the poem is remarkable, both for the 
perfection of its poetical form and for the depth of its sig- 
nificance. The argmnent had not taken a wide range. The 
first voice had sunk mto silence, mereJy from its uiability to 
prove a universal negative. No recom-se had been had, in 
opposing it, to the promised gloties of Chi-istianity. But 
now the light of dawn breaks i-uddy along the whole horizon. 
It is the Sabbath morn, and men wend to the house of God, 
passmg by the graves without a sigh. The hidden hope of 
the world, the millennial and celestial expectations of man- 
kmd, are emblemed in that house into which they enter. 
Great in thought and marvellous in poetry, this piece might 
alone sustain a reputation. 

So much for separate poems. Tennyson is great like- 
wise in isolated gleams of thought. 

I said that the real and the ideal ai-e not always separated 
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by any poet. I may add that the poetic and the seientific 
modes of thought and expression are not always kept dis- 
tinct. Tennyson, however, remams singularly true to tho 
character of a poet, seeming to have truth, revealed to him 
in figure and impersonation while others rea«li it only by 
the chain of logical sequence. And there are verses of his 
which compress into their limits the essential chaia<!teri8tica 
of the national life of Europe for a hundred years. 

" The people here, a beast of burden slow, 

Toil'd onward, prick'd with goads and stings, 
Here play'd a tiger, rolling to and fro 
The heads and crowns of kin^ ; 

Here rose an athlete, strong fo brealc or bind 

All foree in bonds that might endure, 
And here onte more like some sick man declined 

And trusted any cure." 

Could Count de Montalembert convey, in any number 
of volumes, a more accurate account of " the state of 
society in France," before and during the first Revolution, 
than ia contained in that first verse ? 

Slowly comes a hungry people, as a lion, creeping nigher, 
Glares at one that nods and winks behind a slowly-dying fire." 

What a picture is this of Feudalism settling to its last 
sleep, with Freedom advancing upon it ! Or of ariatoc- 
rjwiies, that nod and wink in the waning light of their 
heraldic honors, with tho grand roar of the democracy 
beginning to be heard ! 

" All the past of Time reveals 
A bridal dawn of thunder-peals, 
Whenever Thought hath wedded Fact." 
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This is a magnificent poetic embodiment of one ot tho 
most important and mysterious facta m philosopLic historj 
But it would be absurd to attempt an exhibition of such 
passages as might, even with appioximato completeness, 
illnatrate Tennyson's power as a poetic thmkei The per 
plesitiea, the longings, the fitful gleams of hope, the ten- 
dency to lapse into ennui or despair, characteristic of the 
tune, are all sympathetically reflected in his verse, shadowed 
or brightened by his supreme imagination. In The Lotos 
Eaters, there are glimpses into the mysteries of hmnan 
destiny, penetrating perhaps ja far as human eye can go. 
I confess I could have wished, although I consider the 
poem to possess a perfection defying any attempt at esti- 
mate, to have seen the atmosphere of Epicui-ean repose 
over the heads of the Lotos Eaters shaken by the thun- 
der of some higher truth, — by the tumult of passionate, 
acting men, by the roai- of battle ; and I am assured that 
Tennyson could have efiected this, without any serious dam- 
E^e to the preceding impres^on. But it has been hinted 
that the poet's sympathy with the joy of calm is somewhat 
more than healthy; and he has certamly succeeded in 
setting before lis a ti'ance of intellectual and sensuous peace, 
in compai'ison of which all other pauitings of calm, whether 
with pen or brush, pass at once out of calculation. 

I might enlai-ge indefinitely upon the order of subjects 
which Tennyson delights to handle, bat a critique need not 
be an inventoiy, and I must hasten to a conclusion. One 
word, however, of those idyllic picturings, which form so 
remarkable a portion of his works. These have no parallels 
in the language, if in any language. The pastorals of the 
Pope and Dryden school are not to be named beside them. 
Wordsworth's " solemn-thoughted idyl," as Mi-s. BaiTett 
Browning, with a sincerity of compliment which fi-om her 
10* 
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mind at least dismissed all idea of Buppressed irony, beai-a 
tlie comparison better, yet not well. Tennyson's coloring 
is of a mellowness and glow, of which "Wordsworth never 
gives a suggestion. Tennyson depicts passion with a 
pencil of Are, vivid, tender, tnie, as life : Wordsworth 
knew only the loves of the flowers, and even Wilson, in 
his elaborate apology, concedes that he wanted strength 
and vividness of diction. One finds himself utterly at 
a loss for expressions to convey the idea of sylvan loveU- 
nes^, of tender, vernal gaiety, of gentleness in emotion and 
fcimphcity in thought, derived fi-om such idyls as The 
Gardener's Daughter or The J3rook. They make you 
think of sunbeams wandering among roses and lilies, of 
light streaming silently through delicate foliage, turning 
all its green to gold, of the prattling of cliildreu by sunny 
rills, of the tears and smiles of whispering lovers. They, 
too, are, of course, ide<tl ; though in a very different way 
fi-om the old pastoial. Tho miller's daughter must have 
had her gleaming beauty somewhat dimmed by the ad- 
hesion of that floating meal to her hair and dress, and 
there can be no reasonable doubt that, when Eustace and 
his friend visited the real gardener's daughter, they found 
her seated on the back-log peeling potatoes. If the shep- 
herdesses of the old pastoral were court ladies or Grecian 
Nympha, the peasant girls of Tennyson are exquisitely 
refined English ladies. But this does not affect the inner 
truth of the portraiture, — since village girls and titled 
ladies love very much alike, — or do more than pleasantly 
enhance our sympathy with the emotions delineated. 

As the poet of a period of unparalleled civilization, 
Tennyson occasionally reflects a mood, differing, in a pecu- 
liar and remarkable way, fi'om any of the moods of pas- 
sion. Kot a few of his poems suggest a time of wearied 
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emotion and jaded eympathy, when passion, as it tlirobs in 
human breasts, ig looked upon for its artistic effects, and 
contemplated in unparticipating, nnimpassioned admiration. 
Civilization lies langnid on her noonday couch, oppressed 
with the weight of her own crown, f^nt in the sun of her 
own prosperity. To a biographer of Tennyson, thia chav- 
a«teristio of his poetry would be very suggestive, and it 
must have strack Mrs. Barrett Browning as distinctive 
when she described that poetry in the words "enchanted 
reverie." I could scarce define the cause, but The Day 
Dream is always associated in my mind with this general 
impression. 

The greatest poom, all things considered, that Teiinyson 
ever wrote, is In MemoHam. Its name indicates one of 
the most difficult efforts whicli can be made in literature. 
It aims at embalming a private son-ow for everlasting 
remembrance, at rendering a personal grief generally and 
immortally mterrating. Tho set eye and marble brow of 
stoicism would cast back human sympathy; the broken 
accents and convulsive weeping of individual affliction 
would awaken no nobler emotion tJian mere pity : it was 
soiTow in a cahn and stately attitude, robed in angel-Uke 
beauty, though retaining a look of earnest, endless sadness, 
that would draw generation after generation to the house 
of moui-nmg. Ko poet, save one possessed not only of 
commandmg genius but of peculiar qualifications for the 
tasit, could have attempted to delineate a sorrow like this. 
The genius of Tennyson found in the work its precise and 
most congenial employment ; and the result is surely the 
finest elegaic poem in tho world. 

In whatever aspect we view it, by whatever test we try 
it, this poem is great, is wonderful. Very absurdly did 
those critics talk, who spoke of the grief it contained as not 
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very strong, perhaps not quite sincere, because it was bo 
elaborately sung, and dwelt upon so long. They utterly 
misconceived the nature of that gi-ief. They applied a 
general and commonplace rule to an altogether exceptional 
instance; an instance which might give new canons to 
criticism, but which might well perplex the old critics. 
The shadow of death had fallen between two spirits, knit 
together in close and noble friendship. That fiiendship 
had depended for its endurance on the community of lofty 
and immortal sympathies, of great thoughts, of pure and 
earnest affections,. It was beyond the power of death to 
bring it to a tei-mination. Death could only cast a vail of 
shadow between the two friends, and leave the one still on 
the earthward side to endeavor to pierce its obscurity, to 
hope for the day of its removal. It was rather a solemnity, 
a stillness, a composed and majestic mourafuln^s, that was 
east over the life of Tennyson, than a darkenmg, over- 
powering distress. It was the silence and sadness of Au- 
tumn enveloping all the glories of summer ; it was the 
melancholy of that aspect of nature, perhaps the loveliest 
of ail, when the year first knows the approach of winter, 
and welcomes it with a redgned yet mournful smile. The 
shadow fell everywhere. Amid all the groups of living 
men, amid all the forms of external nature, there was still 
its presence, and into all the regions of thought and feel- 
ing it came. Everywhere it brought its solemn sadness : 
only, on the skies of the future, like the shadow of the 
earth cast up towards immensity, it seemed to kindle 
brighter lights as it were stars. The maiden combmg her 
golden hair, in expectation of her lovei-, whose steps nail 
not be heard that evening, or at all again, at the door, the 
bvide leaving her father's house, the wife whose husband 
lives apart from her sympathy, in high and remote regions 
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Of thought, the hoy friend, of the village g,-ecn whose 
p»th8 m ailer life lie far asunder, - there all more in the 
procession of the poem, passing through the shado.v of its 
sorrow. Natui'e, too, must mourn with the poet, as Shelley 
saw her mourmng by the bier of Adonais. The ocean must 
smfc mto ealn, around the coming corpe; the gorgeous 
gloom of evening must shroud it; and aD the tears of 
morning must fall over it. Into the world of thought and 
meditation, the same solemn mflueooe comes. The gi-eatest 
questions on which the human mind can be engaged 
questions relating to the being of God, to the immortality 
of the soul, to the limits of linowledge, to the nature and 
conditions of future existence, sU of which ai-ise nateraliy 
before a mmd over looking beyond the bourne for the lace 
of a fiiend, present themselves to the mourner, if perchance 
he may find any solace or enlightenment in them. From 
the simplest scenes of domestic life Tennyson has ascended 
into the rare atmosphere of metaphysics, and from those 
height! of oontemphition where he so woU can tread, sees the 
shadow of his sorrow faUing over the filmy clouds. Hor is 
this all The shadow of that sorrow fell everywhere, but, 
«s the poet himwilf tells us, it was a shadow gloi7.cromod' 
Death at times takes up the harp of life, as love did in one 
of Tennyson's earlier poems, and di'aws from it grand and 
inspiring music. The mighty hopes that make us men, the 
future glories of humanity, the social joys md tendernesses 
winch even on earth shed a sotlening radiance oyer settled 
sorrow, the encouragement which a noble heart finds in 
dwelling on a life honorably finished, in listening to the 
earnest voices of the dead, all mingle in the lofty slram. 
So perfect is the unity, so mighty the sweep of this poem: 
what more could elegaic poetry be ? 
The measure adopted by Tennyson for In Memarmm 
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was almost new to the English language, and it has none 
of that sweetness or ring which at first take the ear. But, 
for ita subject, it is perfectly adapted. The melancholy of 
the poet seelis no sudden changea or excitements; it is 
deep, solemn, still ; and the sameliness of the melody, its 
majestic uniformity, its calm JEolian flow, correspond ex- 
actly with the theme. Yet amid its stately uniformity, there 
is sufficient variation to prevent any disagreeable monotony. 
Now, in its calm, dream-like hannony, it seema, as it were, 
to give voice to the silent gaze with which we took into the 
eyes of Mary lookuig upon Chi-ist ; now it is deep, solemn, 
organ-toned, " .^k)nian music " measurmg out the steps of 
Time — the shocks of Chance — the blows of Death; and 
yet again it takes up a trumpet note, and our hearts leap as 
it bids the wild bells ring out to the wild sky. 

It will be fitting to add a few pass^es from In Memo- 
Ham^ illustrative of the varying subjects which the poet 
treats, and the mode in which he adapts hia delineation 
and his hai-mony to each. Let us glance, first, into one 
or two of those domestic scenes mto which falls the light 
of sorrowing love, 

" Could we forget the widow'd hour 
And look on spirits breatied away, 
As on a miuden in the day 
WTien first slie wears her orange flower I 

When crown'd with blesang she doth rise 

To take her latest leave of home, 

And hopes and light regrets that come 
Make April of ter tender eyes; 
And doubtful joys tiie fatlier move, 

And teava are on the mother's face, 

As pardng with a long emhraco 
She enters other realms of love ; 
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Her office there to rear, to teach, 
Becoming as is meet and fit 
A link among the days, to fcnit 

The generations each with each ; 

And, douhtleas, unto thee ia given 
. A life tlat bears immortal fruit 
In such great offices as suit 

The fliU-grown enei^es of heaven. 

Ay me, the difference I discern I 
How often shall her old fireside 
Be cheered with tidings of the bride, 

How often she hei'seJf return, 

And tell them all thej- would hare told, 
And bring her babe, and make her boast. 
Till eyen those that miss'd her most, 

Shall count new things as dear as old ? 

But thou and I have shaken hands, 
Till growing winters lay me Jow; 
My paths are in the fields I know, 

And thine in undiscover'd lands." 

Of a somewhat different feind, but from the same i 
incident, is the following;-^ 

"Dost fhou look back on what hath been, 
As some divinely gifted man, 
Whose life in low estate began 
And on a simple village green ; 

Who breaks his birth's invidious bar, 
And grasps the skirts of happy chance, 
And breasts the bloivs of circumstance, 

And grapples wifh his evil star ; 
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Who makes by force his merit known. 
And lives to clutch the golden keys, 
To mould a mighlj- state's decrees, 

And shape the whisper of the throne ; 

And moving up from high to higher, 
Becomes on Fortune's crowning slopa 
The pillar of a people's hope, 

The centre of a world's desire ; 

Tet feela, as in a penave dream, 
When aJl Hs active powers are stiD, 
A distant deamess in the hill, 

A sacred sweetness in the slream, 

The limit of his narrower fate, 
While yet beside its vocal springs 
He play'd at counsellors and kings, 

With one that was his earliest mate ; 

Who ploughs with pain his native lea, 
And reaps the labor of his hands. 
Or, in the furrow musing stands ; 

' Does my old friend remember ma ? '" 



" Two partners of a married life— 

I looked on these and thought of thee 
In vastness and in mystery, 
And of my spirit as of a wife. 

These two — they dwelt with eye on ey^ 
Their hearts of old have beat in tune, 
Their meetings made December June, 

Their every parting was to die. 
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Theii- lore has never past away ; 

The days she never can forget 

Are eai-nest that he loves her yet, 
Whate'er the fiuthless people say. 

Her life is lone, he sits apart, 

He loves her yet, she will not weep 
Though rapt in matters dark and deep 

He seems to slight her simple heart 

He thrids the labyrinth of the mind, 

He reads the secret of the star. 

He seems so Aear and yet so far. 
He looks so cold ; she thinks hun kind. 

She keeps the gift of years before, 

A wither'd violet is her bliss ; 

She knows not what his greatness is ; 
Per that, for all, she loves him more, 

For him she plays, to him she Mnga 

Of early faith and plighted vows; 

She knows but matters of the house, 
And he, he knows a thousand liings. 

Her faith is Sxt and cannot move 
She darkly feels him great and wise. 
She dwells on him with feithful eyes, 
' I cannot understand : I love.'" 

Sometimes the delineation is of feeling still deeper and 
more hallowed, as in this picture of Mary, when Lazarus 
has returned fi-oni the grave : 

" Her eyes are homes of silent prayer. 
Nor other thought her mind admits 
But, he was dead, and there he sits. 
And He that brought him back is there. 
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Then one deep love doth supeisede 
All other, when her ardent gaze 
Kovcs from the living brother's face, 

And reata upon the Life indeed. 

All subtle thought, all curious fears, 
Borne down by gladneaa bo complete, 
She hows, she bathes the Saviour's feet 

With costly spikenard ajid with teai«. 

Thrice blest whose lives are faithful prayers. 
Whose loves in higher love endure ; 
What souls posses themselves so pure, 

Or is there Hessednesa like thdrs 'I " 

Of the aspect of nature, with the great shadow falling 
over it, as represented by the poet, the following superb 
piece of imaguiative description may enable us to form some 
conception. 

" Calm is the mom without a sound. 

Calm as to suit a calmer grief, 

And only through the faded leaf 
The chestnut pattering to the ground : 
Calm and deep peace on thia high wold. 

And on these dews that drench the furze, 

And all the silvery gossamei^ 
That twinkle into green and gold : 

Calm and still Oght on yon groat plain 
That sweeps with all its autumn bowers, 
And crowded farms and lessening lowers, 

To mingle with the bounding main : 

Calm and deep peaoe in this wide air, 
These leaves that redden to the fall; 
And in my heart, if ealm at all, 

K any ealm, a calm despair; 
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Calm on t^e seas, and silver sleep, 

And wavea that sway themselves in rest, 
And dead calm in that noble breast 

Whicli heaves but with the heaving deep." 



" Sweet after showerp;, ambi-osial air. 
That roUest ii-otu the goi^ous gloom 
Of evening over brake and bloom. 
And meadow, slowly breathing bare 

The round of space, and rapt below 
Through ail the dewy-tasaell'd wood. 
And shadowing down the horned fiood 

Li ripples, fen my brows and blow 

The fever from my cheek, and sigh 
The full new life that feeds thy breath 
Throaghout my frame, till Doubt and Death) 

111 brethren, let the fancy fly 

From belt to belt of crimson seas 

On le^ues of odor streaming iar. 

To where in yonder orient star 
A hundred spirits whisper ' Peace.' " 

From theae we turn naturally to the more meditative 
and metaphysical parts of the poem. The hope that 
crowns the shadow with glory dawns here, though some- 
what faintly; — 

" Oh yet we trust that somehow good 
Will be the final goal of ill ! 
To pangs of nature, sins of will, 
Defects of doubt, and tsjnta of blood: 
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That nothing walks -mth aimless feet ; 

That not one life sliall be destroj'd 

Or cast as rubbisli to the void 
When God hath made the pile complete; 

That not a worm ia cloven in vain ; 

That not a moth with vain desira 

Is shrivel'd in a fruitless fire. 
Or hut subserves another's gain. 

Behold, we know not anything; 
I can but trust that good shall fall 
At last — iar off— at last, to all, 

And every winter change to spring. 

So runs my dream ; but what am I ¥ 

An infant crying in the night ; 

An infant crying for the light : 
And with no language but a cry." 

In the next, the spirit of man rises up indignan 
the idea that nature's grandest piece of work will 
crumbled into nothingness by death. 

« * » " And he, shall he, 

Man, her last work, who seem'd so fair, 

Such splendid purpose in his eyes, 

"Who roll'd the psalm to wintry skies, 

Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer, 

Who trusted God was love indeed 
And love Creation's final law — 
Though Nature, red in tooth and claw 

With ravine, shriek'd against his creed — 

■\Vho loved, who suffer'd countless ills. 
Who batded for the True, the Just, 
Be blown about the desert dust, 

Or seal'd within the iron hills ? 
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So more ? A monsfer, (ten, a dream, 
A discoT'L Dragons of the prime, 
That tare each other in their slime, 

Were mellow music matched wiUi him. 

O, life as futile, then, as frail ! 

0, for thy voice to soothe and Hesal 

"Wliat hope of answer or redress ? 
Behind the vail, behind the vail." 

In the folloiving, the last I can qnote, there is involved 
a whole philosophy of human history. 

" Contemplate all this work of Time 
TJie giant laboring in liia youth ; 
iNor dream of human love and truth, 
As dying Natui-e'a earth and lime ; 

But trust that (hose we call the dead, 

Are breathers of an ampler day 

Fov ever nobler ends. They say, 
The solid earth whereon we (read 

In tracts of fluent heat began, 

And grew to seeming-random fbrms, 

The seeming prey of cyclic storms, 
Till at the last arose the man [ 

Who throve and branch'd from clime to clune, 

The herald of a higher race. 

And of himself in higher place, 
If 60 he type this work of time 

WifUn himself, from moi-e to more ; 
And, eroivn'd with attributes of woe 
Like glories, move his course, and ghow 

That life is not as idle ore, 
II* 
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Bnt iron, dug from, central gloom. 
And heated hot ivith burning fears, 
And dipt in baths of hissing tears, 

And batter'd iritli the shocks of doom 

To shape and use. Arise and fly 
The reeling Faun, the sensual feast; 
Move upward, working out the beast, 

And let the ape and liger die." 

I have hitherto tised solely the language of commendation. 
It ia perhaps not too presumptuous to say, that I have 
exhibited some little capacity at least for the enjoyment 
of Tennyson's poetiy, I consider what I have adduced 
to be matter of simple and conclusive demonstration ; and 
I helieve it to be sufficient to vindicate for Tennyson the 
highest p]a«e among the British poets of his day, lie -will 
henceforth, beyond question, be 

" A star among the stars of mortal night : " 

the brightest in that galaxy of poetic genius, containing 
Bailey, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, and Alexander Smith, 
which illustratea the brave days of the Mother Qtieen, 

" And like one constellation bright. 
Moves round Victoria." 

But now 1 am brought to a stand still. I should certainly 
feel that my estimate of Tennyson's genius and achieve, 
ment was little worth, if I could apply eucli terms as I have 
hitherto made use of to one of his recent poems. "With 
precisely the same decision as I affirmed of In Memoriam, 
that in every aspect and by every test it is great and mar- 
vellous, do I affirm of Maud that it is a failure. 

The grounds of defence adopted by the esoteric few 
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■who are daring enough to profess admiration both for 
Maud and for Tennyson shift and vary. Is it demon- 
strated that the feeling of the poem — its love-story and 
passionate delineation — is, by every possible definition, 
commonplace? You are assured that Mmid is a grand 
ethical composition, in which sublime truths, concentrated in 
the bolts of satire, ai-e hurled at a degenerate nation. Is 
It proved that the thought, the truth, the doctrine, of the 
poem, ai-e, in a similar sense and degi-ee, hackneyed, and, 
though hackneyed, hy no means profoundly or unquestion- 
ably true ? You are informed that the description of 
passion is exquisite and exact. Is it shown that there is 
here no artistic perfection, that, in one word, Maud is not 
beautiful? You are met with knowing and oraciilai- hints 
about truth to nature and dramatic force, and asked whether 
beautiful or no, the characters aiid incidents of Maud are 
not exhibited in the actual world, and peculiarly at the 
present time. Thus do these select persons change their 
portion, able to make a final and definite stand nowhere. 
If the mere iact that certain aspects of feeling are not 
incorrectly rendered, and the circumstance that here and 
there the melody is exquisite and the color glowing, are 
sufficient to make a poem worthy of compai-isou with those 
of the poet of In Memoriam, it may be conceded that 
Maud ranks with the other efforts of Tennyson. But 
whatever the position aligned it, the following points 
appear to me to be literally and iiTesistibly demonstrable: 
that its thought is commonplace and superficial; that its 
central idea, in respect of plot and passion, is in no possi- 
ble sense original ; and that no consideration of dramatic 
fitness is of the least avail to redeem its essential defect as 
a work of Art, its want of beauty. 

What is the tale, what the argument of Maud? The 
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poem cannot lie seriously charged with ohscureness. It is 
so short that, after one or two perusals, its plan becomes 
perfectly clear, and the most deplorable of pedants finds 
himself unable to pretend that it contains mysterious truths 
patent to him alone. A certain person, lying under circum- 
stances of misfortune, which he believes traceable to lust 
of gold, and, if you will, to the evil character of the times, 
indulges in long and fierce soliloquies on the social morality 
of Great Britain. He falls in love. His affection is recip- 
rocated. The whole world beams and brightens around 
him. The grass has a fresher green, the flowers a sweeter 
fi-agrance ; and he asks the stars whether the whole world 
has gone nearer to their light that they shine so softly 
brilliant. Suddenly his heavens are overcast. He kills the 
brother of the loved one, escapes to the continent, fiills into 
a disordered, state of mind, is haunted by the phantom of 
Mand, and at last, having retui-ned to his native land, is 
comforted and tranquillized by the infoi-mation, imparted 
by the ghost, that there is " a hope for the world in the 
coming ware," of which the Russian war is the commence- 
ment. That is all. Tlie only origmality about which I care 
to dispute is the right thuig in the right place. The high 
argument by which t'le emiative influence of war in human 
Iiistoiy can be made out, by which carnage can be proved 
to be the daughter of God, would have been amply sufll- 
cient, if invested with poetic form in a manner worthy of 
the imagination before which arose The Palace of Art, to 
have vmdicated for the poem a true originality. But do 
we not pause in aatonisliment when we learn that there are 
persons who are not sensible of an incongruity and absurd- 
ity, nay who profess to find a magniSccnt poetic fitness, 
m the proclamation of this great truth by means of the 
loaohineiy of a private love afiair, the hero of which is on 
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all Lands alloived to be a weakling! The author oi Locks- 
ley Hall and. The Palace of Art demands our assent to a 
mighty truth, by letting us bear a jargoning, ill-conditioned 
mlsantlirope declare that a tdlor, dishonest in peace, would 
bo brave in war; and by introducing the ghost of a pretty 
girl, informing her distracted lover, that the Rus^an -svar' 
will bo a good beginning of the end! Scott has been 
blamed for warning Fitz-James by lueans of a mad girl, 
but his device is unobjectionable compared with tliis. Put- 
ting together the importance of the intelligence and the 
weight of the authoi-ity, one is reminded, by Mr. Tenny- 
son's climax, only of the person, somewhat cr^«d, who 
convoked, it is said, the inhabitants of Edinburgh for the 
purpose of announcing some momentous fa«t, and declared, 
to the assembled Athenians, that be was about to assert his 
title to the throne of Great Britain, seeing that his mother's 
ghost had informed him, on the Broomielaw of Glasgow, 
that be was the Prince of "Wales, It needs more than a 
ghost to tell us some things ! To descend more to detail, 
the gloomy descriptions of the age blustered forth by our 
hero can be accurately paralleled from any one of Mr. Car- 
lyle'a books, written after the period at which that author 
abandoned reasoning and resolved to confine himself to 
denunciation. Selected passages fi-oni the Latter Lay 
Paviphhta, very scantily softened by the form of verse, 
would iairly outdo, in downright jagged scolding, all the 
rant of tliis uncouth lover. There la nothing now more 
utterly commonplace than indiscriminate and unmeasured 
denunciation. Tennyson was surely not the man to follow 
in the wake of Mr, Kingaley in mimicking the worst parts 
of Carlyle. The love-story, s^ain, apart from the ethical 
truth it so artistically embodies, is as commonplace as the 
denunciation. It is true tliat happy love spreads a blessed 
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illnmination over tte fiwie of things, and unhappy love a 
blasting gloom. But there can be no originality in describ- 
ing, for a second or a fiftieth time, what you have yourself 
described before, or what has been elsewhere described 
much better. The hai-p of life, struck by the hand of 
love, was heard in Locksky Mall discoursing new and most 
eloquent music; the moorland was theie found to bo 
dreary, and tho shore ban-en, when the light ot love was 
withdrawn. The influence of happy affection and the 
reverse was told once and forever in XofAihi/ If/dl. It 
is deeply to be deplored that Mr. Tennyson returned to 
a theme which the might of his own genius had exhausted. 
But not only will the author's own volnmes deprive the 
deluieationa of feeling in Maud of origmality. We must 
assert its clium to that char act eristie, if we insist in so 
doing, in fiice of all the circulating libraries. In Jane 
Eyre, in Shirley, in ViUette, in the loves of Jane and 
Rochester, of Shirley and Moore, of John and Polly, the 
not veiy recondite truth that the birds do n't sing sweetly 
when the heart is weary and filled with care, is proclaimed 
and illustrated. Here, in fiict, lay the chief strength of 
one of the most powerful female intellects which ever 
existed; and it is no insult to Tennyson to say that, if in 
Locksley Sail he showed love in joy and in son-ow, ivith 
an epic power beyond any emulation of the novelist, he has, 
in Maud, fiiUen immeasurably behind Charlotte Bronte. 

I have named LocksUy SaU as exhibiting in some re- 
spects a resemblance to Maud. But the tvvo poems do 
not, on the whole, admit of comparison. Locksley Mall, 
though, rhythmically considered, an exception to Tenny. 
son's previous poems, is of its sort an absolute master- 
piece. Ko lyre ever voiced the wild yet melodious 
raptures of passion more deeply or powerfully. But what 
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is the melody of Maud ? It ia neither the rapid, glancing 
lilt of Scott, the fervid rush of Byron, nor the rich in- 
voven harmony, of lute and harp and organ, to which om- 
ear had been tuned by Tennyson. Ita music is the music 
of kettle drums at a recruits' ball. Sometimes, indeed, a 
Tvandering strain from the old musio, seeming to rise magi- 
cally from the far distance, tsk^ us with the old delight:— 

" Alas for her that met me, 
That heard me softly call. 
Came glimmering through the laurels 

At the quiet eTenfall, 
In the garden "bj iJie turrets 
Of the old manorial hall." 

In the love song of tho garden, too, the lyric harmony 
and glowing joyousness are truly refreshing and delightful. 
But as for the poem in general, it mil never be recognized 
as tuneful by any human ear, unless hopelessly stuffed with 
pedantic cotton. One cannot help imagining it sung by 
skeletons, to the accompaniment of rattling bones. 

I am perfectly aware, deai- pedantic critic, — who have 
had the misfortune to study yourself out of all human sym- 
pathy, and think nothing worth discovering unless it is n't 
there, — that you will affirm both the flitting feverish style 
of narrative, and the jerking, jingling melody, adapted to 
the general character of Maud, and on that account right. 
I answer that the person, into whose month the whole ia 
put, must be supposed to utter it after his madness is over; 
and that an enveloping calm, which Tennyson knows so 
well how to combine with power of expression, would have 
had a far finer artistic effect than this atmosphere of wild- 
ness and raving. It is, besides, a fatal objection to any 
work of Art, even though it be descriptive of madness, 
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tliat tliere does not dwell in it some fesciiiation, making 
you contemplate it with a certain pleasure. In the case of 
poetical Art, this pleasure is inseparably connected with 
tune, and were it only that the ear acloiowledges no fiisci- 
nation in Maud, it would be proved aitistically and poeti- 
cally wrong. An all important distinction is here to be 
made, between the effect on our feelings, produced by the 
scenea or charactei-s of the artist in themselves, aad the 
charm by which he constrains ua to look upon them. We 
loathe lago and detest Shylock, yet, while delineating 
them, Shakspeare enthrals us with a mighty fascination. 
We shrink in horror from Haley or Legree, and abnost 
shriek when old Tom is lashed to death : yet to the repul- 
sivenesa of Haley and Legree, and the death of the Kegro, 
much of the popularity of Vncle Tom's Cabin is to be 
imputed. The power, in fact, of the artist's genius is dis- 
played m^ly in the spell by which he fixes our gaze when 
he chooses. With Crabbe, we tu-e not in looking upon the 
jabbering maniac; with Tennyson, we calmly behold tho 
ancient dragons tearing each other in their slime. Art 
piunts you the sea shore, but it does not spatter you with 
the sand and surf. In Maud all this is forgotten. We 
ai'e charmed by no sense of appropriateness, lured by no 
perception of means converghig to an end, to sympathize 
with or suffer the unmelodious ranter. It is as if Mrs. 
Stowe had at once broken on us with the screams of 
Uncle Tom ; as if Crabbe had merely jotted down the 
ravings of his maniac ; as if Shakspeare had simply, accu- 
rately, and by themselves, echoed tlie chatterings of Lear, 
I argue, of course, on the supposition that unmelodious- 
ness is conceded in Maud and defended on the ground 
of appropriateness. 

The mere play of tho sympathies of tho reader is not 
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secured !ii this poem. The heroine may pass. She can 
Bing. But why docs sho love this remai-kable hero ? He 
ia a sour, shabby, pui'poselesa soliloquizer. By all physio- 
logical and physiognomical reasons, he is sallow, equaUd, 
With his skin banguig loose on his bones, ivith matted hair, 
shuffling, conceited, probably squint-eyed, demonstrably a 
sloven. Why does she love him? He hates her kindred 
and an men and women. He is moody, idle, given to 
night walMng. Worst of all, he writes such verse as 

" I kissed her slender hand, 
She toot the kiaa sedately, 
Maud is not seventeen, 
But she is fall and stately." 

It is a scientific fact, deserving, for the honor of the fiiir, 
all due prominence, that no woniaji of the Anglo-Saxon 
race could love a man capable of such maimdering. Why 
does Maud love him? He goes about with an aggiicved, 
injured-looking, gingerly expression, which mates you exl 
pect he is going to knock you down. Poo'a raven ia 
the only hero in literature his precise counterpai't ; but the 
raven had some dignity, and was not so intensely egotistical, 
so profoundly selfish, as this ungainly, gaunt, and ominous 
radical. And Maud, with aristocracy in eveiy line of her 
face, loves him! Nay, she seems to be attracted by his 
personal appearance, perhaps by his bright and benignant 
look when he first makes up his mind that she has neither 
savor nor salt. She smiles him on Tvhhout any meetings 
that we hear of, without any attractions on his part that we 
can conceive. What great ApoUo wiD render us the 
reason of this? 

The PH7icess, though inferior to the general run of 
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Tennyson's earlier poema, on the one hand, and to the 
single magnifloent effort of In Memoriani, on the other, 
contains much exquisite poetry, and can hardly fail to main- 
tain its place as a chma. It will stand higher than the 
Story ofBimini, though not, I think, m a different class. 

It ia my strong conviction that neither Maud nor The 
Princess was the result of very deep or natural feeUng on 
the part of Tennyson, Let it not be imagined that I bring 
here any charge of mere affectation ag^st the poet, or for 
a moment sanction the idea that he deliberately set himself 
to sing about what he cared nothing for. This supei-fidal 
affectation is rare indeed with men of real genius. But 
it is competent to criticism, nay it is one of the most im- 
portant tasks of a criticism aiming at philosophic accuracy, 
to penetrate the sources of feeling m the case of poetic 
production, to determine whether it dwelt really in the 
deepest natnre of the poet, commandmg all his powera, or 
whether it was, more or less decidedly, more or less 
unconsciously, assumed. It can hardly he alleged that 
the feeling m Byron's Tales is not, in a sense, strong and 
sincere : yet there are few who would now declare that the 
central affection of Byron's nature, a nature, as Moore 
declared, at hottom essentially practical and Mtglish, was 
awakened by those scowling Giaours and tragical Gulnares, 
The genius of Tennyson, I must be pei-mitted to consider, 
is radically of a far rarer kind than Byron's; and being of 
a rarer kind, it admits less of any compulsion, however 
subtle, it acts with more pure unconsciousness. Byron was 
to a remarkable extent a made poet ; he knew well whence 
he drew his stores and who were his masters ; he could at 
any time write about equally well on any subject. He did 
a set of Hebrew Melodies, we might almost say, to order, 
and did thom incomparably ; he had acquired the Art of 
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Poetry as Landseer has aeqaired the Art of Painting, But 
Tennyson ia not thug master of his capacities ; their very 
rareness, costliness, dewy delicacy, prevent his being so. 
It is said that, before accepting the Laureateshlp, he stipu- 
lated that he should not have to compose bbthday odes by 
tale ; and the &ct would merely indicate his own conscious- 
ness of the glorious impotence of genius. Now, in the case 
both of his earlier poems and of In Metnoriam, the im- 
pulse to poetical production was natural, spontaneous, and 
mighty. In the former it was the first youthful enthusiasm 
for the Beautiful, the puro outgoing of uncontrollable 
radiance from the poet's souJ, coloring all nature, and, 
wherever it fell, coming straight from the centre. In the 
latter, the impulse was one which affected the whole life; 
a deep, genuine, though noble and manly son'ow, con- 
strained all the powei-B to minister to it. But in the case 
both of The FnnceS8 and Maud, I am assured that Ten- 
nyson felt himself expected to write, that he more or less 
looked out for a subject. In almost every otlier case, his 
subject was not sought for, but came of its own accord. 
The poem hi which it bloomed out in fadeless beauty 
expanded spontaneously like a rose amid the dews and 
sunbeams. In Maud and Tlie Princess it is Tennyson 
that works : in the others his mind is but the ^olian harp 
from which the cunning hand of nature draws ethereal . 
music. 

There ai-e scattered over certain of the larger poems of 
Tennyson, and there arc found separately among his earlier 
pieces, short lyrics of a highly remarkable character. They 
combme an elaboration that reminds one of the odes of 
Keats, with a rapidity and sweep not altogether unworthy 
of Campbell. Amid the beauty of Tennyson's general 
poetry, such lyrics shme out conspicuously beautiful, like 
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diamonds in gold fields, I cannot do better, in drawing 
towards a conclusion, than take up a few of these gems, 
and string them, together, as it were, into a diamond 
necklace. 

The first shall be taken from Th& Jffilkr's Daughter. 
That poem is one of the finest emotional poems in the 
language ; trae in its originality, tenderly beautiful in its 
imagery, life itself in its feeling. The poetry of maiTied 
life is there expressed perhaps for the first time, and so 
well that it might be the last. The very spirit and essence 
of connubial felicity breathe through the piece, and its 
supremacy, in the deep rest and pcaccfulness of its joy, to 
the fiery thrillings of passion, is triumphantly asserted. 

" True wife, 
Kound my true heart iliine arms entwiae; 
My other dearer life in life, 

Look lirrougli my very soul ivitli Ihiae 1 



The kiss. 
The woven arms, seem but to be 
Weak symbols of the settled bliss. 
The comfort, I have found in thee." 

But I digress. It is not with The MiUer^s Dmtffhter we 
have at present to do ; it is with one of those ti-ills of lyric 
melody, which so charmingly inteiTupt its general flow; 
a little love song, ^ven by the bridegroom to the bride on 
their wedding day. The ideas are simple, and their sug- 
gestion probably as old as Anacreon, but the b!j.-ds in the 
hedges, as the young pair passed along, could not have 
carolled ■more gaily or tenderly. 
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" It is tio millcr'g daughter. 
And she is grown ao dear, so dear, 
That I would be the jewel 
That trembles at her ear ; 
For, hid in ringlets day and night, 
I 'd touch her cheek 80 warm and white. 

And I would be the girdle 

About her dainty, dainty waist. 

And her heart would beat against me 

In Borrow and in rest ; 

And I should know if it boat right, 

I 'd clasp it round so close and tight. 

And I would be the necklace, 
And all day long to fall and rise 
Upon her balmy bosom, 
With her laughter or her sighs, 
And I would lie so light, so light, 
I scarce should be unclasp'd at night." 

The next is a higher effort. It may, without any hesita- 
tion, be pronounced one of the most successful efforts ever 
made in lyric poetiy. Except perhaps tho appropi-iation 
of " the vision of tho world and al! the glory that shall be," 
as the song of the poet, there is in it no originahty of idea. 
The feat of Orpheus was essentially that here recorded. 
But where, in the compass of sixteen Imes, can we find 
such a description, of that sadden amazement and rapture, 
with which the voice of human song was fi-om of old said 
to take the ear of nature ? The delineation is as clear as it 
is condensed. Every touch is laid on as with a pencil of 
light ; and Homer never was more graphic. In the melody 
there is a blending of buoyancy and statelJness beyond aU 
praise. 

12* 
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THE poet's SONQ. 

" The rain hatl fallen, the poet aroae, 

He pass'd by the town and out of the Btreet ; 
A light wind blew from the gates of the 6un, 

And waves of shadow went over the wheat; 
And he sat him down in a lonely place, 

And chanted a melody loud and sweet. 
That made the wild swan pauso in her clouij, 

And the lark drop down at his feet 

The swallow stopt as he hunted the bee. 

The snake alipt under a spray, 
The wild hawk stood with the down on liis beak. 

And atared, with his foot on the prey, 
And the nightingale thought, ' I have sung many songaj 

For he sings of what the world irill be 
When the years have passed away.'" 

The followiag is in a strain equally exalted: perhaps 
more so. The vision swept grandly before the poet's eye, 
and he shed out on it a light of immortality. 

" Of old sat Fi'eedom on the haghts, 
The thunders breaking at her feet! 
Above her shook the starry lights : 
She heard the torrents meet 

There in her place she did rejoice, 

Self-gather'd in her prophet-mind. 
But fragments of her mighty voice 

Came rolling on the wind. 

Then stept she down through town and field 

To mingle with the human race, 
And part by part to men reveal'd 

Theftdlnessof her iace — 
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Grave mother of majestie works, 
From her isle-altar gazing down, 

Who, Gotl-like, grasps the triple forks, 
And, King-like, ■wears the crown; 

Her open eyes desire the truth. 

The ■wisdom of a thousand years 
Is in them. May perpetual youth 

Keep dry their light from ■fears ; 

That her fair form may stand and shine. 
Make bright our days and light our dreams, 

Turning to scorn with lipa divine 
The falsehood of extremes ! " 



Oar next ia of a lowlier order and a milder tone, but in 
its way is exceedingly fine, Tennyson ia a great master of 
pathos ; knows the very tones that go to tlio heai-t ; cMi 
arrest every one of tliose looks of upbraiding or appeal, 
by which human woe brings the tear into tho hnman eye. 
In the few simple verses that follow, the pathos ia purely 
realistic. Trusting to the mighty simplicity of nature, the 
poet has so completely divested the lines of all meretricious 
adornment, nay of all the coloring which even a chaste 
imagination can cast over tact, that they at first appear 
somewhat hard and bare. But only look long enough 
upon that simple iact : those tears, tenderest of all, that 
mingle joy with sorrow, can hardly, Ml to come. 



" Home they brought her -warrior dead : 
She nor swoon'd, nor utJer'd cry ; 
AH her maidens, watching, said, 
' She must -weep, or she ■will die.' 
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Then they praised him, Eoft and low, 

Call'd him worthy to bo loved, 
Truest friend and noblest foe; 

Tet she neither spoke nor moved. 

Stole a maiden from her place. 

Lightly to the warrior slept, 
Took the face-cloth from the face ; 

Tet she neither moved nor wept, 

Eose a nurse of ninety years, 

Set his child upon her knee ; 
Like summer tempest came her fears — 

' Sweet my child, I live for thee.'" 

There is far more than mere realism in the next. Imagina- 
tion in her highest mood striliea the harp, and marshals the 
stately imagery. The pathos here too is deep, but it is the 
majesty not the prostration of grief, 

" Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 
Tears from the depths of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart and gather to the eyes. 
In looking on the happy autumn-fields. 
And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail. 
That brings our friends up from the under world, 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That anks with all we love below the vci^ 
So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 

Ah, sad and strange as in dark sunimer dawna 

The earhest pipe of hatf-awaken'd birda 

To dying ears, when unto djing eyes 

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square ; 

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 
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Dear aa remembor'd kisses aiter deaft, 
And sweet as tliose by hopeless fancy feign'd 
On lips diat arc for othere ; deep as love. 
Deep as first love, and wild ivitli all regret; 
O deatli ia life, the dap that are no moi-e." 

It has been said that the whole of In Jfemoriam is in 
the following ; and the expression ia not absurd, 

" Break, breai, break, 

On thy cold gray stones, oh Seal 
And I would that ray tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 

O well for the fisherman's boy, 
That ho shouts irith his sister at play! 

O well for the sailor lad, 
That he sings in his boat on the bay. 

And the stately ships go on 

To the haven under the hil! ; 
But oh for the touch of a vanish'd hand. 

And Ihe sound of a voice that is still I 

Break, break, break. 

At the foot of thy crags, oh Sea ! 
But the tender grace of a day that is dead 

Will never e<»ne back to me." 

The tiro pieces preceding the last ai-e from The Princess, 
So is the next. The heroine of that poem is represented 
standing on the roof of her palace, a golden cb-clet round 
her hair and a babe in her arms, and uplifting, "like that 
great dame of Lapidoth," the mavtial strain. It is nttered 
in exultation over the defeat of her enemies by her selected 
champions. 
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Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n: the sned, 
The little seed they laugh'd at in the dark. 
Has risen and cleft the soil, and grown a hulk 
Of spanless girth, that lays on every wdo 
A thousand anna, and rnshea to the sun. 

Oar enemies have feil'n, have fall'n : they came ; 
The leaves were wet with women's tears : they heard 
A noise of songs they would not understand; 
They mark'd it with the red cross to the fall, 
And would have strewn it, and are fall'n themselves. 

Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n: they came, 
The woodmen with their as-na : lo the tree ! 
But we will make it faggots for the hearth, 
And shape it plank and beam for roof and floor, 
And boats and bridges for the use of men. 

Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n ; they struck ; 
With their own blows they hurt themselves, nor knew 
There dwelt an iron nature in the grain : 
The glittering axo was broken in their arms. 
Their arms wore fihattcr'd to the shoulder blade. 

Our enemies have fall'n, but this shall grow 
A night of Summer from the heat, a, breadth 
Of Autumn, dropping fruits of power ; and roli'd 
TVith music in the growing breeze of Time, 
The tops shall strike from star to star, the fengs 
Shall move the stony bases of the irorld." 

I add only that angular, mysterious, yet Btrangely feeci- 
nating lyiic, a play of wild fantastic melody, and flashing, 
foam-like color, wliicli was composed, I believe, to the 
Killamey hugle music The descriptive touches in the 
first verse are superb. 
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" Tho splendor falls on casfle walls 

And snowy summits old in story ; 
The long light shakes across the lakes, 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying: 
Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

O hark! O hear! how thin and clear. 

And thinner, clearer, farther going ! 
O sweet and far from cliff and scar, 

The horns of Elfland f^ntly blowing 1 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying: 
Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

O love, they die in yon rich sky, 

They feint on hill or field or river : 
Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 

And grow forever and forever. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying. 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying." 

Historical pai'aJlels are not always or entirely to lie relied 
on ; for time never accurately ropoata itself, aad external 
resemblances may divert attention from essential though 
deep-lying differences. The British world of to-day is alto- 
gether different from that of the commencement of last 
century. Yet I cannot but perceive, if not a parallel, at 
least a coiTeapondence, between the poetry of Tennyson 
and that of the Fopo and Dryden school. Since the Puri- 
tan era, there had been in Great Britain no period of 
excitement so deep and general, as that of the end of last 
century and the commencement of the present. In the 
former period, the minds of men were shaken in religious 
and civil revolutions ; in the latter, though religion had 
receded into the baekgroimd, the convulsive strugglings of 
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democracy, and the magnificent war-drama with all Europe 
for a stage, had awakened every energy and every enthu- 
siasm that elumbera in the human breast. These two 
periods seem to answer each other with their rolling thun- 
ders, fiileneiiig aU intenncdiate noises. Eajih had a poetical 
literature. That of the Puritan age was concentrated in 
one man, John Milton. He was a literature in himself, an 
ample, a magnificent literature. The earnestness of that 
heroic time, of which throbhings may yet be detected both 
in Britain and America, wiU burn, through the night of all 
ages, in his sublimest epic. The poetic hteiatme of the 
modern period is represented m Great Bntam by a muhi- 
tude of names, Scott, Byi-on, Wordswoith, and the rest; 
men endowed with a poetic genius so ti-ue and so powerful, 
that they plainly tower above aU who had preceded them 
since the Puritan era ; bat whose highest applause it must 
be, that their united voice wakes an echo worthy to reply 
to the smgle harp of Milton. After the Puritan poetiy, 
came the poetry of Drydcn and Pope. This was calmer, 
smoother, emaller. Neatness and elegance succeeded to 
ragged strength, appropriate thoughts neatly expressed, 
balanced sentences trimly versified, to great ideas chafing 
in the harness of diction, and burdened sentences rolling on 
in stern majestic rhythm. Dryden is a versifier but no 
poet, said Milton : the Puritan poet would probably have 
considered inconsistent with the poetic character that power 
of dexterous manipulation, that capacity of delicate chisel- 
ling, by which the poets of the now school set so much 
store. To the poetry of the modern revolutionary time, 
succeeded the poetry of Tennyson, It contrasted with that 
immediately preccdmg, in the perfection of its finish, and 
in its deeper, more dehcate harmony. It was also, on the 
whole, more calm and reflective. So far it may correspond 
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to the poetry of Pope and his compeers. But the parallel 
cannot he cai'ded further. The poetry of Tennyson is 
pervaded by an intense realism, by a deep unvaiying truth, 
■which sets it altogether apai-t from that of the school of 
Pope. Here all passion, from the panting ecstacy of first 
love to the satisfied, smilmg happiness of connubial affection, 
is voiced with pui-e veracity. Here the deepest thoughts 
that can occupy the human mind are earnestly grappled 
■with, and every shred of conventionality is flung aside. 
The very finish, the polish and delicacy, are not the result 
of delibei-ate manipulation, but the natural mode in -which 
a poet, endowed -with marvellous powers of expression, and 
accustomed to ivander through all the Muses' ■walk, clothes 
his ideas and emotions. Such a poet cannot soon be popu- 
lar with the maiion; but as the last mid most exquisite 
culture of educated minds, as the ultimate Bublimation of 
thought and beauty, as the most refined expression of the 
most refined dvilization that ever dawned upon the world, 
hia worka must continue to exercise a mighty iniiuence 
upon the Icadijig intellects of those nations which lead the 
world. 

TIBSI SKBI£S. IS 
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TiiKRB are two things, for which, I think, the world has 
eapecially to rejoice, in contemplating the position and 
circumstances of Shakspearo. The first is, that he was 
not teclinically a scholar, that between him and the great 
ancient hearts whose secrets he was to read, there inter- 
vened, not the frosty twilight of antiquarian lore, but only 
the unpretentious diranesa of translation and tradition. 
How well that, in gi'eat Julius, the greater Shakspeare 
had to recognize the heart only of a brother ! How well 
that the thaumaturgic band had not to clip, and measure, 
and adJTist, amid moth-eaten cerements and rusty helmets, 
in order to feshion forth the old Boman exterior and shell 
of Julius, but only to cast asunder the gates of the humsm 
heart that those deathless notes might be heard, which ai-e 
the undertone of human emotion in all ages, and to show 
ua Julius himself! How well that he, who was to give to 
the Anglo^axon tongue that tune it was never to lose, 
whose language, exhaustless in range, in delicacy, in force, 
in variety, taking every hue of thought and feeling as the 
sky takes shade or sunshine, as the forest takes breeze or 
eaJm, was to remain forever the emblem of the multitu- 
dinous life and lightly moved and all-conceiving spirit of 
the modem time, as contrasted with the grave uniformity 
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and petrified ai-istocratism of antiquity, was tempted, by 
no familiarity with ancient writings, to any formal rotundity 
of diction or obscure involution of sentence 1 How dread- 
ful the thought that he, whose hall of audience, inereasmg 
with dvilization, is the world, he who has moved a broader 
stratum of human sympathy than any other man, might 
have passed into that narrow chamber, narrowing ivith 
every generation, in which Gray, CoUtns, and such erudite 
minstrels receive frost-bitten comphments from critics and 
pedants. But it is wronging ShaJtspeare to suppose, even 
for a moment, that the temptation of learning could have 
overcome him. He, of all men, would have been least apt 
to prefer the poor glitter of learned paint to God's sunlight 
of living smiles, the classic drops of Ifaiad's well or Casta- 
lian fountsun to the sacred dew of human tears. He, of all 
men, would have been least apt to set the icy guerdon of a 
pedant's approbation above the sight of simple emotion, 
wellmg irresistibly from the heart of a peasant. Only, 
when one thinks how much learning has done to veil 
genius which it is not absurd to name along with Shak- 
speare's, and reflects that the throne of Milton, though of 
the loftiest, was never raised, on its classic pedestal, to the 
height of Shafespeare's, it is impossible to suppress a sense 
of satisfection that the greatest author of mankind was not 



The next thing for which, perhaps still more expressly, 
we may be thankful in the case of Shatspeare, is the 
complex fact, that he never attained to consciousness of his 
powers, that he heard not the voice of his fame, and that 
he was never sun-ounded by a circle of admirers. Healthy, 
whole-hearted, it perhaps never occuiTed to him to ask. 
what precise position he, Shakspearo, might occupy, m 
relation to other writers. His chief life-work, he may 
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have, on the whole, concluded, ■was the realization of a 
comfortable living in his native Stratford : one can unagine 
him ataggei-ing in bewildered incredulity, if the eyes of all 
coming generations, hailing him as the mightiest of mere 
men, had gleamed suddenly in vision before him. Gruff 
Ben Jonson, too, wishuig he had "blotted a hundred" 
words of bis dramas instead of boasting that he never 
made an erasure, and the other brave spirits of the Mer- 
maid Tavern " whistling him down," when, though, indeed, 
clever, he was becoming something of a rattle, were not 
litely to permit Shakspeare to dote over his iaults, to coax 
him into a belief that what the general common sense 
dJsUked in his poetry was its peculiar excellence, to make 
him imagme that any veil filmmg his genius was greater 
than his genius itself. Hero-worship is twice cursed ; in 
the hero who is befooled, and in the zanies who befool him. 
The one is bewildered into extravagance, like, shall we 
say, Mahomet, or enervated by conceit, hke, shall we say, 
Wordsworth : the other brings himself to rejoice in any 
feast of shells, if only it is laid out by his hero. The gi-and 
evil which hero-worship brings upon the literary hero is 
confirmation in his mannerism, instead of being left, like 
Shakspeare, and with natm-o always assisting him, more 
and more to cast off his mannerism in the broad light of 
truth. Living so neai' Wordsworth as this generation does, 
ani Ibng many phenomena allied to that presented by 
hi h I o-worshippers, and their mutual relation, one is 
t 1 1 d t say that the peculiar danger to which literature 
m th days exposed is that of having mannerisms 
xt 11 1 ta models. At all events, must we not rejoice 
that the subtlest of all poisons was never mingled m Shat- 
speare'a cup, that he was all unconscious of his praises, 
perhaps even of his powers, that, like a great cataract, he 
rolled heedless down "the dust of continents to bo." 
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The reader may not yet be prepared to BjTiipathize with 
me in the feelmga with which I regard the poems of Mrs. 
Barrett Browning. I cannot claim Instant assent, when 
though allowing that between her and Shakspeare, as well 
as many other men, there can be instituted no comparison, 
I yet deliberately assign her the same place among women 
as Shakspeare occupies among men. To show ground for 
this opinion will be, more or less, the object of all the 
following remarks. But it must at present be allowed me 
to declare, that no circumstance to which reference could 
be made, ui connection with the genius of Mrs. Barrett 
Browning, is to me more evident or distressing, than the 
faet that it is prevented, by certam vailing clouds of esoteric 
culture and repelling mannerism, from castmg abroad, with 
full, sunlike charms, the rich magnificence of its power. If 
it were the homage of a second rate applause that were 
chaUenged for this poete^,— if it was to be mentioned in 
honor of her, that she could translate from Bion and 
.^schylus, and talk of gnomons, zodiacs, and apogees, — 
it would be absurd to regret that certain characteiistics of 
her poetry withhold it from the many and confine it to the 
few. But it is the very highest distinction that can be 
•claimed for her; it is that mysterious power, to be com- 
municated by no culture, and related to leai-ning as the 
Jiving flower, rich in gi-cen leaf and tinted petal, is related 
to the wooden framework over which it climbs, which she 
possesses. The power of stun-ing the inmost fountaina of 
laughter and tears, of bringmg music from the rough metal 
of every day life, of kindling those lights in human eyes, 
which glance from scholar to rustic, from peasant to king, 
with the gleam of recognition, reconcilement, and relation- 
ship, is hers. To this, all leanimg is a very small matter. 
And believmg that Mrs. Barrett Brownmg is gifted with 
13* 
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tills, I cannot but deeply regret that it is impeded in ita 
way to that over which sncli power exerts its noblest sway, 
the general heart. Why, you cannot hnt ast, should the 
words of this woman, hnmlng in their tenderness, pene- 
trating in their truth, bo broadly and deeply human in their 
application, not reach the strongly pulsing heart of common 
humanity ? Why should not the cottage mother thrill with 
the expression she has given to maternal ecstaey? Why 
should not the mourner at the village grave see a beam 
falling from heaven on tlie sod, at the recollection of her 
words? Why should not the peasant Christian, who re- 
joices to trace, with Bunyan, the path of the Pilgrim from 
the dty of desti-uction to the celestial gate, glow with a 
still loftier emotion, as this great Chiistian singer casts for 
him rays of revealing light, far and deep into the night of 
history, over the most mysterious sublimities of human 
destiny ? That all this docs not happen, that Mrs. Brown- 
ing's readers are what is called select, and that they are 
students rather than listeners, is a well known feet. The 
cause can be easily discovered, — a certain obscurity, an 
excessive demand on the reader; — and I cannot help think- 
ing that this cause came to operate, paitly through her 
learning, (occasioning un-English involution of style,) and 
partly, however unconscious she may have been of the 
influence, through some hero-worshipping bray, proclaiming 
in her ears that her obscurities were her beauties. We are 
all, geniuses and common persons, subject to weakness. 
As one hears Mrs. Browning talking of apogees, and ad- 
dressing Lucifer as Heosphoros, and marks the involved 
and sonorous Latinity of her style, he can hardly repel the 
suggestion, that the weapon which, probably with con- 
siderable toil, she acquired, with the aid of her fellow-nicn, 
for hersel:^ was by her deemed of greater value, than those 
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weapons wbicli it cost her no trouble to attain or widtl, 
and which not man but God had given her. Her womanly 
humility even, her virgin modesty, may have hidden ft'om 
her the fact that she could afford to thrust all learning into 
the backgi'onnd ! As to the other influence, the applanse 
of defects by cultivated pedants, I am far from asserting 
that Mra. Barrett Browning ever indulged in any weak, 
Wordsworthian self-canonization ; but in Gasa Guidi TPjm- 
(fcw, one of her litest poem^, I find the same sources of 
obscmitj is m her earliest, and such as seemed at one 
stiae to be eleaimg themsehcs away, and I cannot but 
thmk that the literary dilettantism ot the a£;e, with its 
exeeraWe imeision of ciificisra, with its commenlation 
of what the common hcait does not feel, ind of whit the 
iinsophisti:.ated m nd will not comprehend, has to some 
e\tent, cast its euLhintment ovei hei 

It weie a mistake to mtei, fiom anything I have said, 
an ignorance, on my part, of the fact, that there ia a legiti- 
mate obscurity attaching to certain kinds of compMition, 
and attendant upon certain moods of genius. The strong 
surge of pas^on, beaiing a writer along, may render him 
incapable of attending to the small niceties of composition, 
and putting in those little links, on which clearness depends. 
Shakspeare, his heart and brain throbbing with the passion 
and the thought of a ITanilet, cannot point and round his 
sentences with such nice discrimination, or even keep his 
ideas in such lucid sequence, as is easy for a Pope, A 
Tacitus will not write so clearly as a Maeaulay, The 
theme, too, maybe so. remote from the beaten traeks of 
thought, the ideas may so far underlie the general growth 
and efflorescence of practical thinking, that effort, beyond 
what all readers will give, is necessary to their intoliigence. 
To these considerations I would give full weight in proceed- 



by GoOg I C 



15s! Hits. BAKRETT BROWNING. 

tag to survey one or two of Mrs. Browning's moat remark- 
able poems ; iDiit this can be done in perfect consistency 
with what baa been said. 

The Drama of JElxUe is of itself sufficient at once to 
jnstify and to illustrate all I have advanced. Many, I doubt 
not, have cast aside the poem in despMr, ere proceeding far 
in its perusal ; and many more, after penetrating to the 
end, have said, with a feeling of honest regret, that they 
had been awai-e of the presence of astonishing genius, that 
they had met with many fine thoughts, but that the whole 
seemed to them a wild and wavering phantasmagoria. 
Tet this may fearlessly be pronounced one of the greatest 
poems in the language : of a pathos genuine and unfathom- 
able, of sublimity exalted, and in which a resistless imagi- 
nation casts its lit eye, with a glance swifter than that of 
lo^c, far aloft into the regions of intellectual and religious 
truth. So confident am I of this, and so confident also am, 
I that the Drama of Mdle is withdrawn from the knowl- 
edge and admiration of thousands whom it might instruct 
and delight, that I feel it an august task to attempt, as I 
purpose, indeed, to do in relation to Mrs. Browning's 
poetry in general, to wave aside the cloud-drapery, and 
loosen forth some of the notes of its mighty music. 

Tho scene — for the form, though but the form,of tho 
poem, is dramatic — is laid on the outer side of the gate of 
Eden on the evening of the day of the expulsion, and 
Adam and Eve are seen flying in the distance along the 
glare of the flaming sword. The first speaker is Lucifer. 
He opens the poem with a chant of exultation over God 
and man, and of haughty congratulation to himself and his 
angels. This chant has, in its first stanza, one of those 
grotesque rhymes which Mrs. Browning too carelessly per- 
mits, and by which, with a fastidiousness perhaps somewhat 
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feeble and excesdve, the English reader is apt to allow him- 
self to be prejudiced against a whole performance. One 
might desiderate, too, somewhat more of the majesty of 
the Miltonie fiend, to temper the fierce and passionate 
boasting of Lucifer. But the passage is nevertheless true in 
conception and magnificent in execution. It is the com- 
mencement of the poem, in the ^sential respect of striiing 
its key note, of providing for its catastrophe or triumph, of 
folding up the end in the beginning. Lucifer, man's victory 
stands upon the earth which he has conquered, calls upon 
his host to anse through the shaken foundations of the 
world, and boasts, with an assurance which his very despair 
seems to crown, that this throne must remain his, since 
it is evil, and God himself cannot do other than curse it. 
It is neceasaiy to quote this opening stram, and the reader 
will do well to permit no slight offences to the ear to turn 
him aside from pondering it carefully, line by line. 

" Eejoice in the clefts of Gehenna, 

My exiled, my host ! 
Earth has exiles aa hopeless as when a 

Heaven's empire was lost. 
Through the seams of her shaken, foundationfl, 

Smote up in great joy I 
With the smoke of your fierce exultations 

Deform and destroy ! 
Smoke up witii your lurid revenges, 

And darken the face 
Of the white heavens, and taunt them wifh changes 

From glory and grace. 
We, in felling, while destiny strangles, 

Pull down with us all. 
Let them look to the rest of their angels I 

Who 's safe from a fall ? 
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HE eaves not Where 's Adam ? Can pardon 

Kequicken that sod? 
Unkinged ia the King of the Garden, 

The image of God 
Other exiles are cast out of Eden, — 

More curse has been hurled I 
Come up, O my loeusta, and feed in 

The green of the world 1 
Come up I we have conquered by evil. 

Good reigns not alono. 
/ prevail now ! and, angel or dovi], 

Inherit a throne !" 

The pure intellectnal might — the strict metaphyseal 
truth — displayed in tiie Drama of Maile, is precisely on a 
level with its consummate poetry. Satanic motives and 
emotiona may be beyond the reach of human Bcarching, 
but when we penetrate aa far as reason and imagination can 
carry «3, we find nothing deeper than reliance on evil in 
itself, and a beUe^ never ehalien from old eternity, that the 
bond between woo and sin cannot be severed by the hand 
even of the Almighty, that not even God can take from the 
devil his crown of thorns, Mrs. Erownmg's fifth stanza, in 
the piece I have quoted, is a superb expression of this reli- 
ance and this belief^ and by broadly exhibiting these in the 
outset, she lays the stablest possible fovmdation, in meta- 
physic truth, for her whole poem. 

To this chant of Lucii'er's there succeeds a dialogue 
between Gabriel and the fiend. Its tone ia at first half 
Miltonic, half Byronio. The first piece of unmistakable 
originality it contains is the following remarkable j 
It ia by no means entirely unexceptionable, but i 
our best attention from that free strength of imagination, 
which introduces, in contrast to the tumult of the Miltonio 



by Google 



Mils. JiAKliETT liEOWNING. 155 

rtonteata between fiend and amgel, the trner and more awM 
idea of the calm potency of light, on the one hand, and 
blank deapsnr written, by the very calmness of its beam, on 
the visages of the rebel angels, on the other. The style of 
delineation, besides, is highly characteristic of the poetess. 
The occasion of the lines is found in an allusion made by 
Gabriel to divine and angelic pity. 

"Lucifer. * * As it is, I know 

Something of pity. Wien I reeled in Heaven, 
And my sword grew too heavy for my grasp. 
Stabbing through matter which it could not pierce 
So much as the first shell of, — toward the throne ; 
When I felt back, down, — staring up as I fell, — 
The lightnings Iiolding open my scathed lids, 
And that thouglit of the infinite of God, 
Hurled after to precipitate descent ; 
When eountleas angel faces sUU and stem 
Pressed out upon me from the level heavens 
Adown the abysmal spaces, and I fell 
Trampled down by your stillness, and struck blind 
By the sight within your eyes, — 't was then I knew 
How ye could pity, my kind angelhood 1 " 

The dialogue between Lucifer and Gabriel ended, and 
Adam and Eve still seen flying along the sword-glare, a 
Chorus of the Spirits of Eden sends, from within the walla 
of Paradise, a chant of melancholy condolence and farewell 
after the exiles. The idea embodied in the varying music 
of this chant of the Spirits, is the sorrow, pervading the 
whole world of Eden,— its streams, its trees, its flowers, — 
on account of the departure of the human pdr. To bring 
cut such a thought, in prominent poetic manifestation, waa 
an evident necessity in any treatment of the subject, and 
Mrs. Browning performs the task with opulence and deli- 



bv Google 



lob MES BAEEETT BROWNING. 

cacy of fancy, with great powers of thought, aucl with 
exquisite tenderness of feeling. But tlio personification ia 
not happy, and the pathos woald have trickled with far 
more deep and dew-like power on the heart, had there been 
less about songs built up note over note until they " strike the 
arch of the Infinite " and silence shivering, and shadings ofi" 
to resonances, and such hke touches of gorgeous feeblene^'*, 
to which Mrs. Broivnmg declmes, when ieaming and cnt- 
icism turn her fi-om the clc'ii monitions of hei own genius, 
and the simphcity of nature, to make het motk herself 

In the next scene, we emerge moie into the kindly blue 
of pure, plain, human feeling Foi the fiist time, we aie 
made unmistakably awaie thit out guide m a ^vom-m , not 
from any weakness, not ftom any vamcliness oi extras v 
gance, but from the icccbs of elements of ptthos and 
beauty, which no man could hai e commanded, and belong- 
ing only to one, whose wominhne-is is as inten'se a=i her 
genius is consummate 4 bio^d gleam of softest light, 
dewy, beautiful, original, like a -itieim of sunlight ftlhng 
through a shower oa a ragged hill -iile, la ttst ovei the 
tragical realities of her theme, fiom the feminine knowledge 
and womanly syrapathj ot Mis Biowning Eve, m distiess 
and despaii', accuses herself of having biought the great 
woe upon Adam, and adjures himtobiing down it once 
the curse of death on hei, "for so," siys she, "perchance, 
thy God might take thee into grace for scornmg me ; thy 
wi-ath gainst the sinner giving proof of inward a 
of the sin, " 
Adam replies, 

****** 

"If God, 
Who gave the rigJit and jojaunce of the world 
Both unto thee and me, — gave thee to me, 
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The best gift last, tlie last sin was the worst, 
Which anncd against mora complement of gifts 
And griM;e in giving. God! I render back 
Strong benediction and perpetual praise 
From mortal, feeble lips (as ineense-Bmote, 
Out of a little censer, may fill heaven). 
That Thou, in strilting my benumbed hands 
And forcing them to drop all other boons 
Of beauty, and dominion, and delight, — 
Hast left this well-beloved Eve — this life 
Within life — this best gift — between their palms, 
In gracious compensation I " 

All can sympatliiKo ivitli this ! And -with this: — 

"Ebb. Jg it thy voice ? 

Or some saluting angel's — calling home 
My feet into the garden ? 

Adam. O my God ! 

I, standing here between the glory and dark, 

The glory of thy wrath projected forth 
From Eden's wall, the dark of our ^stress 

Which setlJcs a step off in that drear world, 

Lift up to Theo the hands from whence hath iailen 
Only creation's sceptre, — thanking Thee 
That rather Thou hast cast me out with her 
Than left me lorn of her in Paradise, 
With angel looks and angel songs around 
To show the absence of her eyes and voice, 
And make soeleiy full desertness 
Without her use in comfort." 



The scene, however, soon changes, and the action of the 
poem becomes of more dark and terrible interest. Lucifer 
again appears, and the dialogue is sustained between him 

FIRST SBBIHS. 14 
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and the exiled pair. Passages of power and pathos abound 
in this part. 

"Adam. Ay, mock me ! now I know more tban I kuew: 
How 1 know tliou art fallen below tope 
Of final re-ascent 

Lucifer. Because? 

Adam. Because 

A spirit who expected to see God 
Thougt at the last point of a million years, 
Could dare no mockery of a ruined man 
Such as tliis Adam. 

Is it not possible, l)y sin and grief 

(To give the things your names) that spirits shoidd rise 

Instead of falling ? 

Adam. Most impossible. 

The Highest being the Holy and the Glad, 
Whoever rises must approach delight 
And sanctity in the act." 

The pathos in the first of these lines is very noble. The 
thought with which they conclude is an impressive illustra- 
tion of what has been advanced, touching the intellectual 
substance of this poem. It is one of the great lights or- 
d^ed by Glod perennially to bum in the heaven of truth, 
dividing moral day from moi-al night ; and its calm, celes- 
tial effulgence casts into pale and sickly pining that "wor- 
ship of soiTow," which, in the hands of Goethe and Carlyle, 
is but the sublime of sentimentalism, in spite of the grain 
of living truth, summed up by St, Paul in one verse, which 
it does contmn. 

As Lucifer disappears, there is heard a low music, prov- 
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iiig to be "The Song of the Morning Star to Lucifer." 
This ia one of those portions of the poem -which cannot 
fail to repel many readers. The song of the star may be 
as good as the theme rendered possible ; bat it has no hold 
on human sympathy, and attains, for beauty, only a cold, 
unsa.tis&«toiy gorgeoiisness. Perhaps no poet could make 
you feel for a star, and certainly no person will feel in this 
instance. The piece plays, aa will be seen, an important 
part in the evolution of the poem, but must in itself be pro- 
nounced in no sense felicitous. 

The next scene is one of the longest and most important 
in the poem. The exiles are now far out in the desert, and 
the night is thickening round them. The farewells of the 
Eden Spirits have died away. The shadow of the curse is 
on the :^e of the world. The change is thus announced. 

"Adam. How doth the wide and melancholj' earth 
Gather her hills aroand us, gray and ghaat. 
And stare with hlaak signifioancc of loss 
Bight in our faces 1 Is the wind up ¥ 

Eve. Nay. 

Adam. And jet the Cedars and the junipers 
Eoek slowly through the mist, without a sound \ 
And shapes which have no certainty of shape 
Drift duskly in and out among the pines. 
And loom along the edges of the hills. 
And lie flat, curdling in the open ground — 
Shadows -mthout a body, which contract 
And lengthen as we gaze on them." 

The meaning of this becomes gradually apparent. "We 
have now the reverse of that soft music, in which the Eden 
Spirits had bidden adieu to those who were among them 
the centre of all blessing. To the outer world the man 
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tmd woman bring a curse, and they are received ■n'ith the 
grim welcome of universal execration. The mode in which 
the poetess has chosen to body forth this detestation of all 
creatm-es for those who have brought them sin, ia singular 
rather than happy, and would have gsdned in effect by gain- 
ing in simplicity. The signs of the zodiac become instinct 
with life, and stand in homd circle round Adam and Eve. 
From that circle " of the creatures' ci-uelty," they cannot 
escape, and within it the spirits of organic and inorganic 
nature arise to taunt and curse them. 

That this conception is strong and original, it would be 
hard to deny. But it can be wholly defended neither from 
the charge of extravagance nor from that of obscurity. 
The passage abounds in masterly delineation, and the hor- 
ror and anguish, gradually darkening down like the night 
upon the human pair, aj-ising from the contempt and hatred 
of those creatures over which they had been appointed to 
reign, are very powerfully expressed. I can quote but one 
stanza. It may convey some idea of the spirit and intent 
of the whole, but none at all of the execution. The spirit 
of inorganic nature speaks. 

" I foel your steps, O wandering sinncus, strilce 
A sense of death to me and undug graves I 
The heart of earth, once calm, is trembling like 

Tie ragged foam along tlie ocean-waves: 
The restless earthquakes rock against each other ; — 
The elements moan round me — ' Mother, mother' — 
And I wail I " 

Lucifer suddenly rises in the circle, but only to increase 
the anguish of the exiles, now approaching its climax. Lu- 
cifer, fierce and i-emorseless, launches at them this bolt, the 
more piercing in its ^ony that it is winged with trutli : — 
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" Tour sin Ib but j-oar grief in the rebound 
Ancl cannot expiate for iL" 

Hardly a line now ocmirs i>ut might be quoted. The foh 
lowing passage, however, cannot be passed by. It is itu- 
portant, not ao naueh in its bearing on the catastrophe of 
the poem at the stage at which we have now amved, aa in 
its peculiar and felicitous exhibition of Mrs. Browning's 
mode of imaginative conception and handling. The lines 
in which Luciffer applies to himself the comparison of the 
lion are too long to quote. 

"Luci/er. Dost thou remember, Adam, when the curse 
Took us in Eden ? On a mountain-peaic 
Half-sheaihed in primal woods and glittering 
lu spasms of awful sunshine, at that hour 
A lion couched, — part raised upon his paws, 
"With hia calm, massive face turned full on thine, 
And lus mane listening. When the ended curse 
Left alence in the world, — right suddenly 
He sprang up rampant and stood straight and stiff, 
Aa if the new i-ea]ity of death 

Were dashed against his eyes, — and roared so fierce 
(Such thick carnivorous passion in his throat 
Tearing a passage through the wrath and fear), 
And roared so wld, and smote from all the hills 
Such feat, keen echoes crumbling down the valea 
Precipitately, — that the forest beasts, 
One after one, did mutter a response 
Of savage and of sorrowful complaint 
Which trailed along the gorges. Then, at once, 
He fell back, and rolled crashing from tho Height 
Info the duslc of pines. 

Adam. It might have been. 

I heard the curse alone." 



by Google 



162 JIES. BAREETT BROWNING. 

No hand but IMrs. Browning's could have drawn that 
picture of the lion. The pathos of Adam's Jast words is 
sublime ; and, so far as I tnow, original. In Isobefa Child, 
a later poem of Mrs. Browning's, there occur the following 
words, the person addressed being one of the redeemed, 
and the time the day of judgment : — 

" Thrones and serapWin, 
Through the long ranks of their Bolemnities, 
Sunning thee with calm loots of Heaven's surprise — 
Thy look alone on Him," 

This idea has often boon expressed, but I do not remember 
an instance in which the opposite note, in the same gi'and 
harmony of pathos, is struck. Mrs. Browning lias given 
both. 

The attention of the reader is now drawn studiously to 
Lucifer, as if the poetess had some purpose with him. 
With strange dauntlessnesa, does thia marvellous woman 
gaze down into the depths of Satanic misery, 
"Liici/er. # # « ♦ 

1 the snake, I the tempter, I the curseil, — 
To whom the highest and the lowest alike 
Say, Go from us — -we have no need of thee, — 
Was made by God like others. Good and fair, 
He did create me ! — ask Him, if not fair I 
Ask, if I caught not fair and silverly 
His blessing for chief angels on my head 
Until it grew there, a crown crystallized I 
Ask, if He never called me by my name, 
Lucifer — kindly said as ' Gabriel' — 
jtuci/e!"— soft as 'Michael!' while serene 
I, standing in the glory of the lamps. 
Answered ' my Father,' innocent of shame 
And of the sense of thunder. « » • 
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Your wilderness vain mortals I Punj' griefs, 

In tranaitory shapes, be heDceforth dwarfed 

To your own conscience by the dread extremes 

Of what I am and have been. If ye have fallen, 

It is btit a step's fell, — the whole ground beneath 

Strewn woolly soft with promise ! if je have sinned, 

Tour prayers tread liigh as angels ! if ye liave grieved, 

Ye are too mortal to be pidable, 

The power to die disproves the right to grieve. 



* * Increase and multiply, 

Te and your generations, in all plagues, 
Corrupljons, melancholies, poverties. 
And hideous forms of life and feara of death, — 
The thought of death being always eminent, 
Immovable and dreadful in your life, 
And deafly and dumbly inaigniflcaiit 
Of any hope beyond, — as death itself, — 
Whichever of you lieth dead the first, — 
Shall seem 1* the survivor — yet rejoiee ! 
My curse calch at you strongly, body and soul, 
And HE find no redemption — nor the wing 
Of seraph move your way — and yet rejoice ! 
Eejoice, ■ — -because ye have not set in yon 
This hate which shall pursue you — this forehate 
Which glares without, because it bums within — 
Which kills from ashes — this potential hata 
Wherein I, angel, in antagonism 
To God and Hia reflex beadtudes. 
Moan ever in the central universe 
With the great woe of striving against Love — 
And gasp for space amid the Infinite — 
And loss for rest amid the Desertness — 
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Self-orphaned by my will, and self-elect 

To kingship of resistant agonj' 

Toward tlie good round me — hating good and love 

And willing to hate good and to hate love, 

And -willing to will on so evermore, 

Scorning the Past, and damning tlie To Come — 

Go and rejoice I I curse you ! " 

Milton never seat a plummet so far down into the depths 
of Satanic angmslil And if we earnestly ponder, with 
■what amount of scientific precision is possible in the case, 
■wherein that anguish must consist, we shall, I thimlc, anive 
at the conclusion of the poetess. Precisely in this neces- 
sity of sorrow where there is persistence in ill, — precisely 
in the inevitable arrangement that the being personifying 
sin must personify also that pain which is the essence of all 
its influence subjective and objective, — precisely in being 
eternally blasted by the raj's of Light and Love defied, — 
must lie the deepest reality of Satanic woo. 

After a further elaboration of melancholy circumstance, 
rather retarding than advancing the action of the poem, 
the humiliation and despair of the wanderei-s reaches its 
climax. Adam and Eve, able to resist no longer, appeaj to 
the Deliverer who has been promised. Then comes the 
change for which we have been so long prepared. A vision 
of Christ appears. The circle which had enclosed the 
human pail- "pales before the heavenly light," and the spir- 
its of creation, pouring, until now, their indignation on the 
bead of the man and the woman, give signs of alarm and 
dismay. 

The Saviour thus stills the tumult of the rage and hatred 

"Chrixl. Spirits of the earth, 

I meet yon with rebuke for the reproach 
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And cruel and nnmitigated blame 

Ye cast upon your masters. * * « 

This regent and sublime Humanity 

Though fallen, exceeds you 1 this shall film your sun, 

Shall hunt your lightning to its liur of cloud, 

Turn back your rivers, footpath all your seas, 

Lay flat your forests, master ■with a look 

Your lion at his fasting, and fetch down 

Your eagle flying. * * * 

* * « * * *!» 

Then occurs another of those inimitable passages, in 
which Mrs. Browning is peculiarly herself; in wMch she 
vindicates for her sex the distinction that a woman and 
not man has written of it mosi nobly. In fitness of con- 
ception, in tei'seness of diction, in loftiness of thought, the 
following lines have all that the genius of a man could im- 
part : while the thrill of deeper tenderness peiwading them 
tells, in unmistakable accents, of a heart which can throb 
with wifely emotion, and a breast on which a babe, sleeping 
in the light of its mother's smile, may rest. In all gi-eat 
poems, there are many leaser poems, complete in them- 
selves ; and thia passage may be regarded as a poem, on 
the duties smd joys of woman, by Mrs. Browning. It 
occurs in the foi-m of a blessing, pronounced by Adam, at 
the command of Christ, on Eve. I regret that it is too 
long to be quoted entire. 

"Adwn. * * Henceforward, rise, aspire 
To all liie calms and magnanimities, 
The lofty uses and the noble ends, 
The sanctified devotion and full wort, 
To which thou art elect fi 
First woman, wife, and mother. 

Eva. And first ir 
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Adam. And also the sole bearer of tiie Seed 
Whereby sin dieth 1 Raise tbe majestica 
Of thy disconsolate brows, well-beloved. 
And front with level eyelids the To Come, 
And all the dai-k o' the world. Kse, wonma, rise 
To thy peculiar and best altitudes 
Of doing good and of enduring ill, — 
Of comforting for ill, and teaching good, 
And reconciling all that ill and good 
Unto the patience of a constant hope, — 
Eise witii thy daughters I If sin came by thee, 
And by an, death, — the ranaom-righteousness, 
The heavenly light and compensative rest 
Shall come by means of thee. If woe by thee 
Had issue to the world, thou shalt go forth 
An angel of the woe thou didst achieve, 
Pound acceptable to the world instead 
Of others of that name, of whoso bright steps 
Thy deed stripped bare the hiHs. Be satisfied ; 
Something thou hast to bear through womanhood, 
Peculiar suffering answering to the sin, — 
Some pang p^d down tor each new human life, 
Some weariness in guarding such a life, 
Some coldness from the guardedjsome mistrust 
From those thon hast too well served ; from those beloved 
Too loyally some treason ; feebleness 
Within thy heart, and cruelty without, 
And pressures of an alien tyranny 
With its dynastic reasons of lai^r bones 
And stronger Mnews. But, go to ! Thy love 
Shall chant itself its own beatitudes. 
After its own life-working, A child's liiss 
Set on thy aghing lips shall make thee glad ; 
A poor man served by theo, shall make thee rich ; 
A sick man helped by thee, shall make thee strong 
Thou shalt he served thyself by every sense 
Of service which thou rendereat. • • » 
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JSffe. * * * I accept 

For me and for my daughters this higli part 
Whict lowly shall be counted. Noble work 
Shall hold me in the place of garden rest, 
And in tlie place of Eden's lost delight 
Worthy endurance of permitted pain ; 
While on my longest patience there shall wait 
Death's speechless angel, smiling in the east 
Whence cometli the cold wind." 

Every Bentenee here is fall of meaning and patios, meiin- 
ing which every mind can apprehend, pathos which every 
heart can feel. 

High, however, as has been tlie flight of the poetess 
hitherto, she may be S!ud to have yet unfolded b«t the 
minor sublimities of her song. Christ, who has imtil now- 
stood, before the exiles in the majesty of his Divine nature, 
takes the aspect of humanity and suffeiing, and proceeds 
to predict for them his own great anguish and the accom- 
pllshment of their supreme hope. To execute so daring an 
attempt on the part of the poetess, — to put words into the 
mouth of the Saviour foretelling his own humiliation, with 
perfect preservation of Christian reverence, yet with an 
energy befitting the theme, and poetic beauty embracing 
the whole, — was a task of overpowering difficulty. Mrs. 
Browning has perfoi-med it in a way not unworthy of Mil- 
ton. The Saviour announces first his own crucifixion, and 
his being foraaken of the Father. This is done in a passion 
of pei-haps overstrained sublimity. To personify eternity 
woiild have tasked the genius of Milton and Shakspeare 
combined, and it is high pr^e to Mi-s. Browning to say 
that, thus personifying, she has not absolutely failed : but 
first to personify eternity, and then to represent its silent 
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astonishment at the death of Christ, -was surely, in concep- 
tion at least, aa magnificent as daring, 

" Eternity stands alway fronting God ; 
A stem (Tolossal image, ivith blind eyes 
And grand dim lips that murmur erermorc 
God, God, God! » « » 

Eternity shall wax as dumb as Death, 
While a new voice beneath the spheres shall cry, 
• God ! why hast Thou forsaken me, my God ? ' 
And not a voice in Heaven shall answer it" 

Fi-om his own sufferings, Chiist passes to the blessings 
of which they are the source to mankind. Only a part of 
this superb passage can be quoted. 

"In my brow 
Of kingly whiteness, shall be crowned anew 
Sour discrowned human nature. Look on me I 
As I shall be uplifted on a cross 
In darkness of eclipse and anguish dread. 
So shall I lift up in my pierced hands, 
Not into dark, but light — not unio death. 
But life, — beyond the reach of guilt and grief. 
The whole creation. Henceforth in my name 
Take courage, thou woman, — man, take hope I 
Your grave shall be as smooth as Eden's sward, 
Beneath the steps of your prospective thoughts. 
And, one st«p past it, a new Eden gate 
Shall open on a hinge of harmony 
And let you through to mercy. Ye shall fall 
No more, within that Eden, nor pass out 
Any more from it. In which hope, move on. 
First sinners and first mourners. Live and love, — 
Doing both nobly, because lowlily ! 



by Google 



MliS. BAERETT BROWSING. 169 

live and work, strongly, — because patiently! 

And, for the deed of death, trust it to God 

That it be well done, unrepented of, 

And not to loss. And thence, with constant prayers 

Fasten yonr souls so high, that constantly 

The smilo of your heroic cheer may float 

Above all floods of earthly agonies. 

Purification being the joy of pain I " 

Christ departs. The sphits of the eai-th sing in siibmia- 
don and commiseration. Choruses of angels chant the 
glories of redemption and the triiimplis of the I 

"When your bodies therefore 
Eeach the grave their goal, 
Softly will we care for 
Each enfranchised soul I 



From, the empyrean centre 

Heavenly voices shall repeat, 
' Souls redeemed and pardoned, enter. 

For tie chrism on you is aweet.' 
And every angel in the place 
Lowlily shall bow his face, 

Folded fair on softened sounds. 
Because upon your hands and feet 

He images his Master's wounds ! " 

" The last enemy," it is written, " that shall he o 
is death." This final conquest shall close the roll of the 
Savioor's victories. But what hand so boJd as attempt the 
deUneation of that crowning triumph ? Mrs. Browning, 
gazing, with her woman's eye, where Michael Angeio's 
might have hlenched, has dared to depict Cbrist taming 
the steed of Death. The piec« is the last of those poema 
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■within this poem, which, never transgressing the grand 
law of rythnuo and imaginative havmony, in obedience 
to wliich they all move, have yet a beauty, as of separate 
stars in a constellation, pertaining to themselves alone. 
The extracts I have already made occupy so much space 
that I cannot quote this remarkable passage: but let any 
one dispassionately, and making ailowance for certam ex- 
travagances and obscurities, consider its conception and 
execution, — the descent of Christ into Hades to guide 
the Death-steed calmly, from amid the moaning and trem- 
bling ranks of the lost, — the last journey of the pale horse 
up through unmensity, while the planets become ashen 
gray and motionless as stones — up towards the crystal 
ceiling of heaven, through ranks of angels paling at the 
sight — up straight to the Throne — where the eye of 
Jehovah, looking out in the light of life essential, stnkes 
npon the phantasm, and, "meek as a lamb at pastm-e," it 
staggers, shivei-s, expires, — and then decide whether there 
is here a mighty and marvellous imagination, or whether 
there is not. 

But the poem is not yet ended. The full circle of its 
great unity is not completed. It opened with that exultant 
song of Lircifer'8, in which he boasted over man, and in 
which the lurid joy of a revenge that could not be balked 
tinged the darlcness of his despdr. The jewel in the Cre- 
ator's crown, which ho had blackened £md blasted by sin, 
could not surely be taken from bim: the light of God, 
meeting sin, mtcst turn into lightnmg to afflict and destroy. 
But now, amid the rejoicing angel voices, is heard a strange 
cry. 

"First voice. Gabriel, O Gabriel ! 
Second voice. "What wouldet thtiu with me ? 
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F^rsl voice. Is it trne, thou Gabriel, that the c: 
Of SOITOW, which I claimed, ajiothei- cImius ? 
That HE oidma THAT too ? 



Second 

First vc 
To lead those 

Second V 

First voi, 
As 1 by mi 

Seconds 



That HE ivill be an <«ile from lEs I! 



That HE wUl be an exLlo by His 
election ? 



That I shall sland solo csilc finally, — 



Made desolate for fruiijon ? 



Second V 
First voic 


ke. It is 


true. 

Gabriel. 


Second V 


nee. 


I hearkea. 


First voic 




Is it truQ besides 


Aright true 


— thatm 


ne orient Star will ^vc 



Her name of ' Bright and Morning Star' to Him,— 
And take the fidmess of his viri^ue back, 
To cover loss and sadness ? 

Second voice. It is true. 

First voice. Untrue, untrue I O IVIorning Star I O MIKE. 
Who Mttest secret in a veil of light 
Tar up the Btajry spaces, say — Untrue I 
Speak but so loud as doth a wasted moon 
To Tyrrhene waters ! I am Lucifer — 

[A pause. Silence in the stars.] 
All things grow sadder to me, one by one." 

The culminating pathos of Paradise Regaine<3, had it 
been completed, could have been none other than that hero 
I know not whore, out of sacred writ, a pathos 
e sublime is attained. 
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I Intve judged It best to devote particular attention t-> 
one of Mrs. Biowning'3 iDoems, that tlie reader may liave 
an opportunity of comparing my stateraenta and opinions, 
■with at least a few of the passages on which they are 
baaed. If he ia acjurnnted with anything in the range of 
female poetry, -worthy of being set for a moment on a levtl 
with what we have seen, I must confess my ovm ignorance: 
there seems to me to be enough in this poem alone, to set 
the poetess at the head of her sex. The imagination it 
displays is not only fertile in metaphoric biilliancies and 
lyric bursts, but broad of vision, and mighty to control a 
thousand elements into one harmony. The intellectual 
power of the poem is exhibited, not only in the rugged 
vigor of the style, but in the penetration with whioh tbe 
metaphysic depths of the subject are searched, and in the 
easy mastery with which great truths, of the sort on 
which minds of sound sagacity, yet daring speculation, 
pillar themselves, are set in their due place to support the 
whole. Two things further appear to be peculiarly charac- 
teristic of this poem : beautiM apart, they are still more 
beautifiil in combination. The first ia its eai'nest and es- 
sential Christianity: the second its intense and pathetic 
womanliness. Mrs. Browning is in the highest sense, and 
always, a Chv^tian poetess. She has drunk more deeply 
into the spirituality of the gospel, and, it may even be, 
looked with greater earnestness and amazement upon ccr- 
tsun of its most sublime facts, than Milton. The poem 
before ns is, throughout, Christian ; not ethically, not senti- 
mentally, not alone in spirit, fiir less for aitistio pui-poses, but 
in the strictness and literalnesa of actual belief. It is true 
that, in legitimate conastency with her poetic object, ~ 
to contrast a manldnd that found salvation with an angel 
host which did not, — she has used the general expressions 
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applied by Scripture in that sense, and which, alone, would 
ini2>!y imivei-aalism. But it is not necessary to suppose her 
declaring her belief that those who, in the most free exer- 
cise of their human wiU, defy the Sayiour, and take part 
with the diabolic tormentors of man in time, will share the 
satm futurity with those who now commence an eternity of 
opposition to evil under the banner of the Redeemer. Such 
a belief introduces eiemente of fatal wealiness into a system 
of thought, and is inconsistent with any theory of things, in 
which strength of realism repels fancy and sentimentaiism. 
But interpreting the expressions to which I allude in the 
sense I have indicated, we find, in the I>rat,ia of Beili, all 
those central truths of Christianity which have been ac- 
cepted by the mightiest minds of the era, Paul, Augustine, 
Luther, Calvin, Edirards, Neander ; and once more it has 
been demonstrated that the bare facts of Christianity 
transcend in sublimity any counterfeit, and more power- 
fully stimulate a really great imagmation than any other 
theme whatever. The Christianity of Mrs. Browning's 
poems is fer too constant and deep-lying — it entei-s too 
pervasively into the warp and woof of Jier thought and 
feeling — to be by possibility an affectation or fashion. It 
is manifestly the life of her Ufe, the breath of immortality 
at the centre of her being. In the dedication of her first 
volumes to her father, she appeals, with solemn tenderness, 
to his knowledge that she holds " over all sense of loss and 
transiency, one hope by one Name." Her poetry testifies 
that in so saying she speaks words of tnith and soberness. 
Her genuine womanliness is, m this poem, no less conspic- 
uous. It is characteristic of this century, that in all senses 
women play a more important parf in literature than here- 
tofore. Not only have women of genius commanded 
universal homage, but the distinctive characteristics of 
15* 
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the female nature, have been exhibited with more exquisite 
analysis and more jwwerfd truth than heretofore. The 
heart of woman was, I suppose, never laid bare as it has 
been by Charlotte Bronte and Mrs. Browning. And in 
the I>rama of MaUe, in such passages as we have seen, 
the mission of ■woman to the world — her peculiar glory 
of sowing blessing with every tear she sheds — her angelic 
pi-ivilcge of being the incaniation of peace above con- 
flict, of gentleness mightier than anger, of love stronger 
than hate — is defined and illustrated, with that bold sweep 
which pertains to truth, and in those colors which only sym- 
pathy can supply. But we must embrace in our view other 
poems besides the Ih-anm of Mcile before we apprehend, 
to the full, the revelation of the female hoai-t, opened to us 
by this poetess. 

Andnow, since readers may be willing to concede that in 
this poem tlieve is a sufficiency of simple human emotion, 
expressed in the mother tongue of noble passion, to thiill 
all hearts with pleasure, I must once more appeal to them, 
whether it is not cause of regret, that the elaborate ma- 
chineiy and panful erudition of the poem will indubitably 
prevent the general mind from penetrating to its inner 
beauty. The sense reels under the bewildering pagean- 
try of earth spirits, and bird spirits, and river spiiits, and 
zodiacs, and stars, and chorusing angels; the mind is 
perplexed with gnomons, and apogees, and vibrations, and 
infinites. One stares on all this as he might on the foam, 
glorious in its shivered snow and wavering irises, that 
roars and raves round a coral reef. The vessel draws near 
the reef; and majiy an eye looks into that foam, but its 
beauty faseuiates only for a moment, and the sail fills, and 
the island is left forever. Kever, perhaps, is it known, 
that in the heart of that island, hidden by the torn iringes 
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of tinted foam, there was soft gi-een gi-asa, and a quiet, 
ciystal fountain, and cottages smiling in the liglit of flowers, 
and all the home affections offeiing a welcome. 

Of Mra. Browning's other poems, I shall say, compara- 
tively, but a few words. 

The Seraphim ia a poem which all ought to study, who 
would habituate their minds to soaring thought and lofty 
imagmation. It ia in conception that it ia finest. The 
poetess depicts the emotions with which the highest of the 
heavenly host contemplated the crucifixion. How magnifi- 
cent the daring of this! Nay, rather, let us say how 
irresistible must have been the afflatus, breathing on the 
poetess, aa slie contemplated this, to Iier, central fact rf 
human story, and bearing her towai-ds the highest heavens, 
to find hearts strong enough representatively to feel, and 
tongues St to express, the emotions she experienced. The 
speakers are two seraphim, Zerah and Ador. In the fo!- 
lowmg passage, the only one I can qaote fi'om the poem, I 
know not whether the imaginative energy, or the almost 
startling realism, is the more remarkable ; but their union 
makes up one of the most extraordinary paasages in English 
poetry : — 

"Ador. The pathos hath tJie day undone; 
The death-iook of His eyes 
Hath orereome the sun, 

And made it sickea in its narrow skies 

• Is it to death ? 

Zsrah. He dicth. Through the dark, 

He still, He only, is discernible — 
The naked hands and feet, transfixed stark, 
The countenance of patient anguish white 

Do make themselyes a litrht 
More dreadful than the glooms whioh round them dwell, 
And therein do they shine." 



by Google 



17G MRS. BAREETT BROWNING. 

A Yision of Poets can hardly fail to suggest Tennyson. 
A first and partial acquaintance, indeed, with the worts of 
Mrs. Browning, ia apt to prompt the opinion that she may 
be classed among the pupils and followers of that poet. 
Both belong to one time, and their thoughts run, not 
unfreqnently, in the same channels. But a more complete 
knowledge of Mra, Browning's works puts to flight every 
imagination of an influence which could do more than 
stimulate, which conld in the slightest degree control, her 
powers. Her genius is of an order altogether above that 
which can be permanently or organically affected by any 
other mind. And,in truth, her whole mode of imaginative 
action is different from that of Tennyson. The nnrivalled 
finish and strange perfection of the latter, — his nniquo 
ima^native Acuity, which combines a color more rich tlian 
that of Eastern gardens, with a science more austere than 
that of Greek architecture, — his instinctive and imperious 
rejection of aught wearing even the semblance of feult or 
imperfection, requiring that all his marble be polished, and 
all his gems crystals, — can in no respect or degree be said 
to characterize Mra. Browning. Tennyson, more than any 
English poet of mark, approaches the atatwe-libe calmness 
of Goethe ; Mrs. Browning thrills with every emotion she 
depicts, whether passion kindles with a smile her own 
funeral pyre, or earnestness fiows rhythmic from the lips 
of the Pythoness, or irrepressible weeping shakes the breast 
of the child. Tennyson is the wizard, looking, with un- 
moved face, into the furnace, whose white heat melts the 
flint : Mi-s. Browning has the furnace in her own bosom, 
and you see its throbbings. Tennyson's imagination treads 
loftily on cloth of gold, its dainty foot neither wetted with 
dew nor stained with mire : Mrs, Browning's rushes up- 
wards and onwards, its drapery now streaming in the wind, 
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now draggled in the mountain rivers, maldng, with impetu- 
oua lawlessness, for the goal. Mrs. Browning has scarcely a 
poem undefaced by palpable error or extravagance : Tenny- 
Bon's poetry is characterized by that perilous absence of 
fault, which seems hai-clly cooastent with supreme genius. 
Between our greatest living poet, therefore, and the 
greatest of all poetesses, there can be instituted no general 
comparison. But in A Vision of Poets^ and in The Poefs 
"Fbw, there is much to recall Tennyson. In the former, 
the individual portraits, in the latter, the centi'al thought, 
point unmistakably to The Palace of Art. But even when 
most like Tennyson, Mrs. Browning is unmistakably herself. 
If the succession of individual likenesses in A Vision of 
Poets recalls that in The Palace of Art, as the melody 
sometimes suggests that of The Two Voices, there is a 
boldness, a sweeping breadth of touch, in Mrs. Browning's 
delineations, belon^ng to herself alone. If the thought 
of Tlie Poet's Voio, — the fetal error and deadly sin of 
prefening self-culture to human sympathy, — is the same 
as in The Palace of Art, the imagery is totally dissimilar 
from Tennyson's, and is adapted, but for the intervention 
of some of Mrs. Browning's tantalizing dimness, to come 
upon the general heart with more powerfnl directness than 
the more elaborate idealization of Tennyson. The poet 
gave the thought in allegory: the poetess gives it in 
life. One or two of the portraits of "God's prophets of 
the Beautiful," from the hand of Mra. Broivning, cannot 
be passed over. They occur, of course, in A Vision of 
Poets, 

" Tlicre, Shakspeare ! on whose forehead climb 
The crowns a' the world. Oh, eyes sublime — 
With tears aud laughters for all time ! 
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Here, Milton's eyes strike ]iiercing-dim; 
The shapes of suns and stars did swim 
Lilcc clouds from (hem, and granted liim 



And Sappho, with that gloriole 

Of ebon hair on calmed brows — 
O poet woman ! none forgoes 
The leap, attaining the repose I 



And Bums, with pungent passionings 

Set in his eyes * * * " 

This ia a critique on Burns. When you have said tliis, 
you have spoken the one indispensable word conceming 
him ; if you wrote folios on his poctiy, you could hardly 
supplement, however you might illustrate, those "pungent 
passionings." 

"And Slielley, in his white ideal 
All statue blind." 

That, too, is marvellooB : in philosophy profound, in pathos 
genuine, in poetry perfect. There are few such examples 
of condensation in the li 



" And visionary ColeridgiS, who 
Did sweep his thoughts as angels do 
Their wings with cadence up the Blue." 

It is little to say that these lines contain a biography, 

" And poor, proud Byron, — - sad as grave. 
And salt as hfe : forlornly brave. 
And quivering with the dart he drave." 
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This ia very bold, and in almost any case might be pro- 
nounced towering presumption. But Mra. Browning had 
a right to say it; she whose iatellectual and imaginative 
powei-s are to the full aa great as those of Byron, and who 
has never stdned, by one foul image or impure emotion, 
the gold and azure of her genius. 

TJm PoePs Void is one of those poems in which there is 
exhibited a certain mode or habit of poetic representation, 
of so frequent occurrence in the pages of Mrs. Browning, 
that it may he pronounced a prindpal pai't of her manner, 
or mannerism. At first, you are merely astonished and 
bewildered. You know not who are the actors, what is 
the subject, at what point the naiTative is oommeneed. 
But there comes gleam after gleam of ba«twai-d-falling 
light ; and when finally you open on the full meaning of 
the poem, and when the catai-act of its passion flashes on 
your eye, the light streams along the whole avenue by 
which you have approached. To illustrate this peculiai-ity 
in detail would occupy too much space; but no better, 
example of it than this poem could be cited. I must 
content myself however, with quoting one or two stanzas, 
not illustrative of thb point, though individually remark- 
able. The poet speaks thus: — 

" Hear mo forswear man's sympatMes, 

His pleasant yea and no — 
His riot on the piteous earth 

Whereon his thistles grow ! 
His changing love — Tvith stars above 1 

His pride — with graves below I " 

Tliis expresses his determination to put away from him all 
that can break the serenity of selfcnltm-o, to abandon men 
and seek the grand solitudes of nature. The thought in the 
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two last lines In Goethe's, and has been made familiar to all 
by the iteration of Mr. Carlyle. But I do not remember a 
caae in wliicli it was moro finely applied. 

The solitary divides hia wealth among his fiionds, and 
bids a determined adieu to his brothers who " love him tnie 
aa brothers do," aiid to Rosalind, his betrothed, who loves 
him as no brother can. The following words are spoken by 
Sir Roland, whom the poet wonld fain have the accepted 
lover of his forsaken Rosalind. Both eho and Sir Roland, 
of course, scorn the union, as well as the dower which the 
poet offora; and Sir Roland addresses him thus: — 

" And thou, distant, sinful heart, 

That olimliest up so high, 
To wrap and blind thee with the snowa 

That cause to dream and die — 
What blessing can, from^ lips of man, 

Approach thee with his sigh ? 

Ay ! what from earth — create for man, 

And moaning in his moan ? 
Ay! what from stars — revealed toman. 

And man-named, one by one? 
Ay, more ! what blessing can be given. 
Where the Spirits seven do sliow in heaven 

A MAN upon the Throne ? — 

A man on earth HE wandered once, 

All meelc and undefiled; 
And those who loved Him, said ' He wept, — 

None ever said He smiled, 
Yet there might have been a smile unseen, 
When He txjwed his holy face, I ween, 

To bless that Iiappy child." 



There is hei'e another iUustration of the 



way u 
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vital Christianity of Mrs. Browning leads her constantly to 
the purest loveliness aiid the deepest truth. Tennyson has 
sti-uok no note so high in The Palaoe of Art. 

Rosalind dies of a broken heart, leaving a written scroll, 
to be put in her coffin, and laid, with her body, at the door 
of the lonely castle, where her lover dwells apart. At 
midnight the poet opened iiis bolted door, to look upon the 
midnight sky. The stars shine on the laco of the corpse. 
He sees and reads the scroll. The two followuig verees are 
part of its contents, 

"I have prayed for thee with bitter sobs, 

When pasMon's course was froo ! 
I have prayed for thoe with silent lipa, 

In the anguiah none couid see! 
They whispered oft, ' She sleepetb soft'— 

But I only prayed for thee, 
» » » « # 

1 chaise thee, by die living's prayer, 

And the dead's ailentness. 
To wring from out thy soul a crj- 

WhicL God shaJl hear and bless ! 
Lest Heaven's own palm dnxip in my hand, 
And pale among the saints I stand, 

A siunt companionless." 

The victory ia won. 

" Bow lower down before the throne 

Triumphant Rosalind ! 
He boweth on thy corpse liis face 

And weepeth as the blind. 
Twas a dread sight to see them so — 
For the senseless corpse roeked to and fro 

With the wail of his living mind. 

riEST BBBIES. 16 
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But dreader sight, could such be seen, 

Ills innai-d mind did lie ; 
Whose long suhjected humanness 

Gave out il3 Uon cry, 
And fiercely reiit its tenement 

In a mortal agony. 

1 tell you, friends, had you heard his wall, 
'T would haimt you in court and mart, 

And in merry feast, until you eet 
Tour cup down to depart — 

Hat weeping wild of a reckless child 
From a proud man's broken heart. 

broken heart, broken vow. 

That wore so proud a feature I 
God, grasping as a tliuiiderbolt 

The man's rejected nature. 
Smote him therewith — i' tlie presence Bigt 
Of his so worshipped earth and sicy 
That looked on all indifferently — 

A wailing human creature." 

Tou might read that after Shakspeare and ^schylus, and 
yet pronounce its excellence supremo. 

Our inspection of the Drama of Meile may have enabled 
us to foiin some idea of Mrs. Browning's manner, in the 
treatment of those sublime themes which are, in a sense, 
removed from human sympathy. As in a region congenial 
to her scaling imagination aad dauntless intellect, we found 
her, with steady poise, casting her illumining glance around 
the abode of the Seraphim, following her high argument 
above the Aonian Mount and Muse's Hill. We have had 
one brief look, also, into her mode of handling subjects con- 
nected, directly or indirectly, with the principles of her own 
sat. Iq ji. Vision of JPoels, wliich was specified rather 
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than criticised, her idea of a poet's training is set before us ; 
and 27ie PoeVs Vow shows that she has not only exhibited 
nnconsciously in her ■wovka, but presented consciously to 
her own mind, the conviction, that the Human is the 
noblest theme and inspii-ation of poetry, above all the beau- 
ties, enticements, and meanmga of physical nature. 

There is still at least one other class, demanding separate 
consideration, among the poems of Mrs. Browning. It 
consists of those which may be most broadly characterized 
as poems of personal emotion, and which are more expressly 
to be described, as delineations of feeling peculiar to the 
female heait. The passion of love in the maiden heart, the 
devotion of the wife, and the affection of the mother, are 
severally and fully portrayed. In each case, the emotion ia 
conceived and exhibited with a power of sympathy, and a 
dramatic force, of which it is, I believe, but slight applause 
to say, that they are totally unrivalled. Mi's, Browning 
has given us the counterpart to all the poetiy of chivalry. 
Troubadour and minstrel sung for ages in homage to 
woman; tnights and monarchs waited for the smile of 
beauty; the imagination of Europe exh.austed itself in 
devising heroic adventures, by which, penetrating through 
dai'k woods, crossing tempestuous seas, fighting giants and 
monsters, breaking enchantments and prison walls, the bold 
soldiei- forced his way to his ladye-love. But the counter- 
part in this picture, the devotion of the woman to him she 
loves, was wanting ; and we stand in unfeigned astonish- 
ment as Mrs. Browning reveals to us what a woman's passion 
means. This extraordinary writer is always original; but 
here she had the field almost to herself. We feel her words 
to be true : they come on us with the authoritative emphasis 
of nature, coined in the mint of the heart and accepted by 
the heart at once. Yet none but a woman would have had a 
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right to assert, that passion so intense and self-annihilating 
coald be inspired by man in the heart of woman. Ties of 
relationship, worldly station, riches, life, are cast into the 
CTOcible ; they are instantly not only melted but dissolved 
and cast aloft as impalpable vapor. All this liappens, and 
the cracible is still, itself, fiim ; the heart is yet nnbroken : 
nntil the passion is unrequited, until the flame is left to eat 
the heart itself, and then it too dissolves in ashes and death. 
In IsobePs Child, it is the maternal instinct that is por- 
trayed. The poem sufi'ers greatly from accumulation of 
useless and distracting machinery. The nurse's dream 
appears to mo simply an incumbrance, and far less ought to 
have been said about owls and elements, Bnt the beat of 
the mother's heart falls cleai- and true amid all this ; and 
■when we penetrate fiir enough to hear it, our own heai't 
cannot bat beat in luiison. The incident of the poem, 
stripped of accessories, is very simple. A mother has long 
watched, in agony of hope and fear, by the sick-bed of her 
child, for whose recovery she earnestly prays. Her petition 
is granted, and the child recovers. Her heart is, for a 
brief hour, filled with pare and unspeakable ecstacy. But, 
by not very happy imagery, it ia revealed to her, that her 
prayer has deprived her babe of the bliss of present heaven. 
So she recalls her prayer, yields him up, and herself 
presently expires. I do not attempt to convey any idea of 
this composition ; bnt do not the following lines, spoken by 
Isobel in anticipation of the death of her son, express with 
sti'ange exactness, yet no less maiTellous poetic power, the 
feeling of a mother looking on the grave of an only child. 

" How I shall sliirer every day 
In thy June sunshine, knowing where 
" The grave^raas keeps it fi-oni his ffur 
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Still cheelis ! and feel at every tread 

His Utile Imdy wliicli is dead 

And hidden in the turfy fold, 

Dolh make the whole warm earth a-cdd ! " 

But ]ier love for her babe is stronger than her joy in 
posse^bg him. When Ms corpse lies before her, she spealts 
thua: — 

" I changed the cruel prayer I made, 
And bowed my meokoncd face and prayed 
That God would do His will I and thus 
He did it, nurae I He parted «s. 
And Hia aun ahows victorloua 
The dead calm face, — and / am calm ; 
And heaven is hearkening a new paalm. " 

From many remarkable poems, such as The Romaimt of 
the Page, Bertha in the Lane, Lady G&aldin&s Court- 
ship, and so on, each of which could hardly have failed to 
make a reputation, I select, for special notice. The Mhyme 
of the Duchess May. This, take it all in all, is, in my 
opinion, Mi-s. Browning's masterpiece. All the exceptions 
which oan possibly be taken to it may be Bummed up ui a 
single sentence : while it is difficult to say how many specks 
and flaws might have been covered up from sight, in the 
broad and steady blaze of its general power. The compar- 
ison of an ancient wood, standing " mute adown," to a 
" full heai-t having prayed ; " such an expression as " the 
castle seethed in blood," when we hear of but five hundred 
archers besieging it, and when the besieged have not a 
score of men killed ; ' the tediousness and apparent triviality 
of the refrain about the little birds; the monotony of the 
recurrence of the words " toil slowly, " which altogether 
foil, as any words would have fiuled, to produce the effect, 
16* 
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on the car or imagination of the reader, -which ivould have 
teen produced by the toIUng of a death-knell : — these 
exliaust the heads of offending, which can be specified, with 
any show of reason, against the poem. I think each of 
them is more or less objectionable, and I would totally do 
away with that weakening and irritating " toll slowly ; " but 
they are worthy of notice not for their importance but 
their animportanee. Contemplating the piece, which con- 
sists of several hundred Imee, in its entireness, it is found 
to be a production, whose rare artistic completeness is only- 
less remarkable than the quality of its detailed drawing and 
local color. It could have been the work only of one to 
whom long practice had imparted the skill of consummate 
art ; and no poet could have produced it, save one on whose 
burning genius consummate art had exercised no constrain- 
ing power. 

In considering this poem, as, mdeed, m fomimg a judg- 
ment of any of Mrs, Browning's poems, it is necessaiy 
clearly to diaenminate two things: the leahstie b-isi--, and 
the imaginative form. Not Byron, not Scott, not Bums 
was a greater realist than Mrs. Browning : not one of them 
could take, with surer hand, the lineaments of living passion. 
But the imaginative drapery in which she clothes her 
figures is of that sort which we formerly saw, loose-flowing 
as the mist, pei-petually suggesting the supernatural or 
mysterious, gorgeous, Indeed, in coloring, but in effect 
bewildering. In The Mhyme of the Duchess May, the 
gronndwork, laid in with uncompromising realism, is tlie 
passion of wifely devotion, triumphing not over but through 
death. The covering in which imagination wraps this 
central passion — the outward foi-m of the poem — will 
sti-ike many as romantic. If it is insisted that the element 
of romance too much abounds, let it be so : the realistic 
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basis still remains. But I think that if the piece is feirly 
and deliberately viewed, it wiU be found that the charge of 
excessive romance has no force whatever. The central 
poi-tion of the poem, that to which alone the accusation can 
apply, is professedly and expressly imaginative. It comes, 
with its passion and its change, between the stillness before 
and after, like a meteor between two calm celestial spaces. 
The poetess sits in a churchyard; there she reads, the 
church bell tolling deathfidly the while, an "ancient 
rhyme, " a tale of life and sin, weird and wondrous, which 
would conti-adict all oar expectations, if it proved staid and 
regular, like a modem copy of verses ; when the Rhyme is 
finished, we are again in the churchyard, and a deeper calm 
is around us than before. Surely, if the delineation of the 
passion at the heart of the poem is true, there is hero no 
imwaiTantable license of imagination. 

The deaci-iption of the churchyard, with which the poem 
opens, does not long detain the reader. The Rhyme itself 
soon hurries him into the main cun-ent of interest. The 
Castle of Linteged, tliu scene of the whole incident, is thus 
boldly dashed in: — 

"Down the sun dropt large and red, on fba towers of Linterrod — 
Toll slowly. 
Lance and spear upon the height, bristling strange in fiery Ji"-ht, 
While the castle stood in shade. 

There, the castle stood up black, with the red sun at its hack — 

Toll slowly. 
Like a sullen smouldering pyre, with a top that flickera fire 

When the wind is on its track." 

To this castle, three months before this time, the Duchess 
May had come, as the bride of Sir Guy of Linteged. Siio 
liad been the ward of her uncle, the old Earl of Leigh, 
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who betrothed her in her childhood, for the sake of her 
mheritance, to his son, Lord Leigh. On coming of age, 
however, she was rather more than indiiferent to the young 
lord, and haughtily defied both him and his father. The 
son, aa base and avaricious as the father, declares that, let 
her love him or let her loatlie him, let her Hvo or die, 
marry her he will. Then r — 

" Up she rose with scornful eyes, as her father's child might rise,— 

Toll stowly. 
'Thy hound's blood, my lord of Leigh, stains thy knightly heel," 
quoth she, 

'And he moana aot where he lies.' 

' But a woman's mil dies hard, in the hall or on the sward ! ' ^- 

Toll slowly. 
'By that grave, my lords, which made me orplianed girl and dowered 
lady, 

I deny you wife and ward.'" 

This Duchess May is one of the most admirably dra^vn 
figures that ever came from the pencil of art. Every line is 
BO definite, every tint so bright and dear. Her whole exter- 
nal existence, her haughtiness, her beauty, her queenliness of 
mien and manner, are touched in with the aiiy vividness of 
Scott : her inmost heart is liud bare, her boundless womanly 
tenderness, her inflexible womanly pride, her womanly ecsta- 
cy of self-sacrifice, — with, I speak deliberately, the power of 
a Shakspeare. In some respects, she reminds one of a large 
class of female characters ; Scott's Die Vernon, Shakspeare's 
Beatrice, still more closely, Currer Bell's Shirley. Shirley, 
indeed, comes exceedingly near; she is the Duchess May 
in a novel, as the Duchess May is Shirley in an atmosphere 
of epic grandeur. But, on the whole, the Duchess May 
must be ranked with the Juliete and Desdemonas, lai- 
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beyond any flight of Scott or Currer Bell, and perhaps 
not admitting of being introduced save where tragedy in 
sceptred pall sweeps by. Beatrice is one of t'le most 
channing characters ever portrayed, but she could not 
have died like Desdemona, to whom it is not the epithet, 
charming, that we would apply. 

The Duchess May bestows her hand upon Sir Guy of 
Linteged, and the bridal train, pursued by the Leighs, 
dashes off at midnight, through storm and rain, for the 
castle among the hills. 

"And tie bridegroom led the flight on his red-roan steed of might, — 
Toll slowly. 
And the bride lay on his arm, still, as if she felt no harm, 
Smiling out into the niglit." 

This lets us sec the essential contrast, which, in its unity, 
completes the delineation of the lady : defiance of kiadi'ed, 
scorn of all terrors of midnight and storm, dauntless courage 
and inflexible pride, where love is to be vindicated, — per- 
fect rest, eubmisision, confidence, halcyon repose, as of a 
child on the breast of its mother, as of a dewdrop in the 
bosom of a rose, in the encircling aama of love accepted 
and returned. 

Sir Guy and his bride reach the castle in safety, and 
three happy months pass by. Then the castle is besieged 
by Lord Leigh, the rejected suitor, and after a fortnight's 
siege is about to fall into hia hands. Ruthless and grovel- 
ling, he is stUl detei-mined to wed the Duchess, though it 
be over the corpse of her present husband. In this the 
lady ia resolved, through life and death, to foil him. 
Attired in purple robes, and with her ducal coronet on 
her brow, she loolcs down upon him from the wall, wither- 
ing him with her scorn. Meantime Sir Guy has been 
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superintending operations on the east tower, the highest 
of all. He perceives that hope ie gone, bethinks him that 
he alone stands between his wife and followers and safety, 
that resistance at the breach would result ^mply in the 
destruction of all, and determines at once to pnt an end 
to his life. His wife, he thinks, will soon get over her 
distress, soothed and entreated by his victorious foes, who 
made war on her only for his sake : 

" ' Slie will weep ter woman's tears, she will pray her woman's 
prayers,' — 

Toll slowly. 
But her heart is young in pain, and her hopes will spring again 
By the sunfjme of her years.' " 

He binds his men by oath not to strike a blow that night. 
He then demands, of liis two most faithful knights, the last 
service of leading the good steed which he rode on that 
unforgotten night journey, in full harness, up the turret 
stair, to the place irhere he stands. He will leap from the 
wall and so die on his battle-steed, aa a good knight ought. 
But the Duchess May has a heart aa strong as his. She is 
bound, on the one hand, by her womanly honor, not to 
wed Lord Leigh : on the other, she will show her husband 
what lightnings may lui-k amid the softness of woman's 
teai-s. As the knights are goading the horse up the stair, 
she comes from her chamber and inquires their errand. 
They tell her that one half-honr completes the breach, and 
that her lord, wild with despair, is abont to ride the castle 
wall. For a moment, the thought of love past, and the 
weight of all this anguish, overcome her : she bows her 
head, and teai- after tear is heard foiling to the gi-oimd. 
The knights, gentle iu their valor, assay to comfort 
her: — 
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"' Got thee in, thou soft ladjel — bore, is never a place for thee 1 ' 

Toll slowly. 
'Braid thy hair and clasp thy gown, that thy beauty in its moan 
May find grace with Leigh of LeigL' " 

In 3 moment she is herself ^ain : love's pride seta its iron 
heel on love's tenderness. 

" She stood up in bitter case; with a, pale yet steady face, 
Toll slowly, 
Like a statue thunderstruck, which though quiverin" seems to look 
Eight against the liunder-place." 

These two lines are not alone in Mrs. Browning's poetry: 
they belong to a considerable class, wliich might be cited 
to prove that she has attained the very highest success in 
the very highest order of poetic effort. This by the way. 
The Duchess May brushes impatiently aside the well inten- 
tioned kindness of her consolers, and takes herself the rein 
of the good steed. He now needs no goading : 

" Soft be neighed to answer her, and then followed up the stab 
Tor the lore of her swoet look. 

On the east tower, bigb'st of all, — there, where never a hoof did 
fall,— 

Toll slowly. 
Out they swept, a vision steady, — noble steed and lovely lady, 
Calm as if in bower or stall." 

The passage succeeding this, it would be totally absurd to 
attempt, by any description, to biiug before the reader. 
The wife has determined that, if her husband leaps over 
that wall, she will leap over with him. He endeavora 
frantically to urge the horse over alone. The breach lalls 
in as she pleads, and the crasb of wall and window, the 
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shouts of foemen and the ehrieks of the dying, rise in one 
roar around the pair. But love is victor. In vain he 
wrings her small hands twice and thrice in txr^n. She 
clings to him aa in a swoon of agonized determination. At 
last, when the hoi-se, reai-ftig on the verge of the precipitous 
battlement, could no longer be stopped, " she upsprang, slio 
rose upright," and took her seat beside Mm : 

" And her head was on liia breast, where she smiled as one at rest, — 

Toll slowly. 
' King,' she cried, ' O vesper bell, in the heechwood's old ehapelle ! 

But Ihc passing bcU rings best.' 

They have caught out at the rein, which Sir Guy threw loose — ju 

Toll slowly. 
For the horse in. stark despair, with his front hoofs poised in air, 
On the last verge rears amain. 

Now he hangs the rocks between — and his nostrils curdle in, — 

Toll slowly. 
Now he shivers head and hoof — and the flakes of foam fall off; 

And his face grows fierce and thin I 

And a look of human woe from his staring eyoa did go, — 

Toll slowly. 
And a sharp cry uttered he, in a foretold agony 

Of the headlong death below, — 

And, ' Bing, ring, thou passing hell,' still she cried, ' i' the old 
chapcJle 1' 

Toll slowly. 
Then, back-toppling, crashing back — a dead weight flung out to 

Horse and riders overfell." 

Sterner realism than this description cannot be conceived. 
That horse ia fi-ightfully true to fact. Mrs. Browning has 
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once more shown that only on the rugged crags of the real 
can imagmatioii preen her wings for flight to the regions 
of the ideal. The passion here, too, doubt it not, is true ; 
Mrs. Browning's heart sympathetically thrilled with it, ss 
Bhe touched that smile on the fece of the bride, einkmg 
into the abyss of death m her husband's ai-ms: with all her 
gentleness, Mi-s. Browning could have smiled that smile, 
and ridden that wall ! Woman's love can make of the 
chariot of death a car of victory ; amid the flames of the 
funeral pyre it can find the softest bed. There is even a 
strictly practical v^ue in this realization, to our perceptions 
and sympathies, of transcendent passion. It fiimiahes us 
with the key to many singular biographical problems. I 
consider it a literal feet, that the love of such women aa 
Esther Johnson and Esther Vanhomi-igh, for such a man as 
Swift, which, tried by any ordinary rules, seems simply 
madness, has been rendered far more clearly intelligible 
and conceivable, by such delineations of female nature, 
as have been given us by Chariotte Bronte and Mrs. 
Browning, 

The wild ancient Rhyme having sung itself out, we i-etnm 
to the calm of the churcbyai-d, and are remhided of a 
serenity enveloping and subduing all passion. The poetess 
fixes her eye on a little grave beneath a willow tree, on 
which is engraved an inscription, stating that it is the grave 
of a child of three years. Mrs. Browiiing, however she 
may indulge the play of dramatic sympathy, has far too 
stable an intellect to waver, for a moment, from the convic- 
tion, that passion can never be the highest. From her 
thoughts, too, the essentid points of the morality preached 
fi'om the Mount are never absent ; she draws, in her own 
rapid, inimitable manner, rather suggesting than detailing, a 
contrast between the passage of the child-soul to heaven, 

FIEST SBKIES, Vl 
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encompassed by Btar-wheels and angel wings, and the pas- 
sionate dashing up of those frantic lovers agamst the thick- 
bosaed shield of God's judgment. And so the poem ends 
in rest and stillness : leaving ns in silen nd a ' a 's- 
tic symmetry and matchless execution n g u 
the celestial blue which overarches all ja. n 

Thus has Mi-s. Browning poetically liz d e f 
of the bride and of the wife : she has d d w 

ponding power and delicacy the feelmgs of the mother. In 
Isabel's Child, as I have akeady remarked, it is the mater- 
nal instinct which is the central snbject of representation. 
It is, however, in Aurora Leigh, that Mrs. Browning's de- 
lineation of this affection, in all its tendemesa and in all its 
rapture, attdns its highest perfection. To do even approx- 
imate justice to the succession of passives in which, in the 
poem named, Marian Erie and her babe are the objects of 
portraiture, would demand a separate critique. Bat were 
we to embrace all that is revealed in one view to as of woman 
in the Drama of Milk, The Duchess May, Isabel's Child, 
and Am'ora Leigh, not to mention otlier poems, we should 
find it difficult to dispnte the position that this poete^ has 
sung of her own sex, as no poet or poetess ever did. 

Of Aurora Leigh, as Mrs. Browning's last and longest 
poem, it will be proper to speak at somewhat greater length. 

Whatevei' the estimate of this poem, at which we may 
on the whole arrive, no doubt can be entertained that it is 
the finest which has appeared in Great Britain smce In Me- 
moriam. Merely to specify its beauties would occupy an 
extended space. The descriptions of English scenery in the 
early books may challenge compai-ison with anytliing in the 
language. Vivid as if resting in the veiy %ht of clear 
English mornings, fresh as if the dew-drops glistened on the 
page, broad and powerful as is the work of strong imaginar 
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tlon, touched eveiywhere with those more playfully delicate 
lights which are commonly atti-ibuted to fency, these iitn- 
nmgs must malie every Englishman proud of a country that 
can be so described, and of a poetess who can so describe 
it. To the delineations of Italian sceneiy, a similar chanwi- 
ter may bo ascribed, the necessary changes being of course 
made, Evenwithout a personal familiarity with that sccneiy, 
the accm-acy of aaoh descriptions is instinetiTely relied on : 
there is in them an honest minuteness which is its own 
gitarantee. Besides these more general delmeations, there 
are in this poem cei-tain desciiptive passages, such as the 
view of London, and the sail by night along the Sai-dinian 
sea-coast towards Italy, which wouH require a separate and 
more elaborate characterization. They are among those 
solitary efforts of genios to which, with scientific precision, 
we may apply the epithets, magnificent and sublime. Turn- 
ing to the human figures, Marian Erie is in all respects 
worthy of Mrs. Browning's genius. The historical exist- 
ence of Emma Lyon rendei-s it no outrage on poetic proba- 
bility to suppose such ability and such character as those of 
Marian Erie in an English girl born in the lowest order of 
society ; nor in the present difiusion of the elements of 
knowledge, ia the mode, in which she is represented as ac- 
quiring some considerable culture, by any means strained or 
unnatui-al. It must, of course, be permitted to a poet to 
violate minor probabilities: a reasonable possibility is all 
that can be demanded. Marian Erie is imbued with tme 
poetic life : we approve, admire, and love her : and so per- 
fectly are we interested and ench^ned by the tenderness, 
the lovelmeas, the inexpressible pathos, of which she is made 
the centre, that it is only afterwards we reflect on the mar- 
vellous genins displayed by the poetess. 

It may appear that after such a specification, and with the 
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clear admission that it might be very greatly extended, no . 
alternative remains hut to pronounce Aurora Leigh, on the 
Tvhole, a successful performance, a poetical achievement at 
once noble and complete. I am compelled to state that, 
aftercarefuldeliberation, my conclusion htsbeen the reveree. 
In all the other poems by Mrs. Browning, with which I am 
acquMnted, the defects, though sometimes gi-eat, ai'e not 
sufBcient to neutralize the excellence ; to Aurora JLeigh, all 
things considered, the only word to be applied is "failure," 
The grounds of this opinion will be briefly indicated. 

In the first place, nearly all the exceptions which critics 
have incidentally taken to Mrs. Browning's poems come 
here' into application, and certain of them can be urged ivith 
greater force than in any former instance. The style, in- 
deed, is somewhat simplified, lod if paienthesia and iniolu 
tion still prevail to a gi eater eitent than is now necessaiy 
to any one using the Enghsh hnguige, the ch'^ige of unm 
telligibility, or even of decided difiicnlty, can haidly be 
brought against the poem But theie is a consideiable 
number of those over^tr'imed ind evtravajint images, 
those sublime conceits towiids MhiLli JVIis Biownmg has 
BO often manifested a tcnlencj 

" Then the bitter sea 
Inexorably pushed between us both, 
And siBeeping ttp the ship with my despair 
Threw us mUm a pasture to the stars." 

Mr, Carlyle has been bold enough to declare that Shak- 
speare sometimes premeditates the sheerest bombast. It 
was more probably through momentaiy negligence that 
Mrs. Browning permitted this unpardonable passage to 
escape her pen. At all events, no Homeric bellman, no 
Ossianio juvenile, ever perpetrated purer nonsense, or more 
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unredeemed bombast. What possible resemblance there 
can be between a ship and a pasture, why and when stars go 
out to grass, and wherefore, having so gone out, they should 
feed on ships and yonng ladies — these are questions of in- 
soluble mystery, but hardly more mysterious than how Mrs. 
Browning could crowd so many absurdities into two lines. 
The lines are enough in themselves seriously to damage a 
gi-eat poem: and though perhaps the woi-st, they constitute 
by no means a solitary example of extravagance. 

In the next plaee the melody of Aurora Leigh is defect- 
ive. There are indeed passages m ivhich the thoughts and 
images fairly float themselves away in the sphere-dance of 
hai-mony; wonderful passages, in which it is again demon- 
strated that true melody in language is but the rhythmic 
cadence natural to a mood of thought, imagination and ex- 
pression, sufficiently elevated, calm and mighty. But over 
wide spaces of the poem the eai- finds no delight, and tlie 
ear most rightfully demands from the poet wh.it the eye 
demands from the painter. In a very feir review of Aurora 
Leigh, published in Blackwood's Magazine, a method of es- 
thnate was applied to the poem of a sort which Edgar Poe 
strongly insisted on. Certain passages were given without 
the form of verse. Has Mrs. Brownmg read those passages ? 
If she has, and if the impression made on her mind was that 
conveyed irresistibly to mine, how did she contemplate the 
fact that her poetry suggested Mr. Kingsley's prose ? It is 
no commendation of Mrs. Browning, and no disparagement 
to Mr. Kingsley, to say that it could only be in the case of 
utter, though perhaps temporary, abrogation of her highest 
qualities, that a production of the former could recall the 
work of the latter ; yet it is so. The crowding, the vehem- 
ence, the feverish haste and impatience, which so frequently 
characterise Mr. Kingsley's novels, can hardly Ml to be 
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I by such passages as those to which allusion is 
now made. It cannot be pleaded that these am exceptional. 
The heroine invariably talks like one of Mr. Kingsley'a 
characters. There is a lack, besides, of tenderer strains to 
refi-esh and relieve the ear ; the atmosphere wants calm, the 
landscape wants perspective. Once more, the uTeverent or 
seeming irreverent use of the names of the Persons of the 
Tiinity, which had been formerly objected to Mrs. Brown- 
ing, is carried further in Aicrora Leigh tlian in any of her 
previous poems. No defence can be offered for this cii-- 
camstanoe. It may be pei'feetly true that Mrs. Browning's 
uTeverence is only seeming, and that it results m^nly from 
a constant habit of reference, in life, to the will of the Deity, 
But the fact remmns, and is indubitable, that the simple 
and smcere worshippera of God throughout the British 
islands will be pained at heart by the words of Mrs. Brown- 
ing. Something called reverence by Goethe and Cai'lyls 
may be consistent with a Jamiliarity in the use of Divine 
names, such as we instinctively shrink from in the case of a 
sister, a mother, a fether, a departed relative, a tenderly 
beloved fi-iend ; bnt if Mrs. Browning would havo her books 
associated with the Bible, the Pilgi-im's Pi-ogi-ess, the Chris- 
tian Year, in the homes and hearts of simple, godly people, 
she must condescend to a reverence conceivable in itself; 
and uncontradicted by the whole analogy of nature. The 
example of Tennyson ought surely to have preserved her 
from this great and peiTading error. Genius need not be 
ashamed to learn from its equal; and Mrs. Browning 
would do well to 'meditate on Tennyson's invaiiable mode 
of reference to 

"That which we dare invoke to bless." 

These are serious objections; yet they are the least im- 
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portant which can be urged ag^nat Attrora Leigh. They 
are the light musketry; the park of artillery has still to 
open firo. 

Aurora Leigh is hei-self an essentially defective chai-acter. 
We do not love her; we cannot love her. Had Mrs, 
Browning not instructed us, it might have been othei-wiae. 
Bat since Mrs. Browning, in her Eve and her Duchess May, 
has shown us what woman can be, what sort of women we 
ought to love, it is impossible for us to reject and scoru all 
her teachmg, in the single act of accepting Aurora Leigh. 
The intellectual character of this young lady may pass ; she 
has even a certain bare and maeealine sense of justice, and 
willingness to be kind : but real warmth of heart, ti-ue wo- 
manly tenderness, she has not. She is generically diiferent 
from any other female character from the pencil of Mi-s. 
Browning. None other which Mrs. Browning has drawn 
could have been, on the whole, so cold, hard, heartless, as, 
on the occasion of the death of her aunt, Am-ora Leigh 
shows hei-self to be. It is absolutely astonishing that Mrs. 
Browning has pei-mittcd her heroine to exhibit no trace of 
generous relenting, of natural grie^ of mere human ten- 
derness, on the death of one who really loved her. There 
is no dew-drop in the bosom of this rose. 

The heroine is a failure in respect of the intention of the 
poetess. She must be considered as claiming our admira- 
tion and love ; and she is not worthy of theu- being accorded 
her. But Aurora Leigh is, I think, true to nature; real- 
istically, if not poetically, the portraiture may be correct. 
What is perhaps the most important of all the charges to 
be brought against the poem before ns still remains to be 
made. In the portraiture of Romney Leigh, and in the 
whole treatment of socialiBm, the necessary realistic basis 
wholly fails. 
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Mrs. Browning is in theoiy a stem realist. She earnestly 
proclaims that tlie Homer of his time must always write of 
the present. Throughont Aurora Leigh, she aims at bold, 
laroad, ti-uthful delineation. She takes her reader to the 
purlieus of St. Giles's, and writes off feailessly the curse of 
the i-uffian, the slang of the prostitute. So far, — it may 
be, — good. The truth as to the real and the ideal, the 
present and the past, in relation to poetical composition, is 
eadly defined. In the real is found the only true mode of 
ascent to the ideal; the loftiest tree must have its roots in 
the gromid. The present is the subject of all poetry, inas- 
much, as the substantial frame-work of man's moral and 
intellectual nature is, in essentials, in all ages, the same. 
Costume, using the word in its widest sense, vaiies fi'om age 
to age ; it is a noble work of a perfectly mformed imagina- 
tion to picture forth, in perfect exactness, that worn by any 
past generation ; but the living men whom that ccftume 
enveloped, in theii- essential attributes of reason and pas- 
sion, can be accurately conceived only by knowledge of the 
men that think and love in the present. To all objections 
that her descriptions in Aurora Leigh are too realistic, Mrs. 
Browning will almost glory in the reply that she p^ts the 
lite. But the objection now urged is that her realism is in 
the cases mentioned, utterly at feult, and that her realism 
failing, her idealization becomes of necessity mere vague- 
ness, vapour, nonentity. A single illustration from the poem 
itself will show Mrs. Browning that it is not in respect of 
theory or method that the present exception is taken. Her 
view of London is sufficientiy real and grandly ideal. The 
light of imagination is there, but it fails on a real river, on 
real spires and palaces. Her Romney Leigh and her view 
of socialism have no such bads of reality, of fact; they are 
not the stuff of which the poetic dream can makeanythmg; 
they are dreams about dreams. 
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There have, in all ages, been individual enthusiasts ; but 
in no age could an individual enthusiist have been vepre- 
sentative; and even as an enthusiast, Romney Leigh is im- 
possible. He is represented as a man of ability, without the 
smallest trace of intellectual power ; he is represented as a 
man of statistics and of science, while his conception of 
human regeneration is purely fanciful, and precisely as scien- 
tific as the proposition that twice five make out the dozen. 
He represents the age in a way in which a fifth-monarchy 
man, of neplus ultra principles, would represent the age of 
Cromwell, Joe Smith ivould be considered an inappropri- 
ate hero for a poem descriptive of the present time. I am 
personally of opinion that be might be made the centre of 
a gi'eat poem. But, whether or no, the Mormon leader 
would represent incomparably more of the present time 
than is represented by Eomney Leigh. Thus delusive a.s 
representative of his time, he is in himself unsubstantial. 
There is no actuality or life in him : He wants bone. Noth- 
ing can convince the reader that he walks the solid oaith, 
Tliis circumstance is fetal. 

The genei-al conclusion from Mi-a. Browning's new poem 
is, that socialistic schemes ai'e nonsensical. But Mrs. Brown- 
ing does not exhibit tlie slightest degree of knowledge of the 
science of the social system, the special science of the present 
time. She has studied in the school of Oarlyle : the doctrines 
andmetbods of which school bear almost precisely thesame re- 
lation to the social regeneration of peoples, as the scholastic 
logic bears to the constrnction of railways. Mrs, Brown- 
ing has not even skirted the border of that realistic field in 
wliich the noblest idealizations of the present time are to 
be planted. Facts and figures are not poetry, but they may 
be the materials from which a mighty imagination will build 
lip the noblest poems, Mrs. Browning has such an im^in- 
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ation. Bnt she Las no surmise that, in dry statistiea] tables 
is to bo fouud the most glorious theme that can invite im- 
agination in these years : she has totally overlooked a iactor 
■which is necessary, I say not to the solution, but to the 
smallest contribution towai'ds a solution, of the great prob- 
lem, at which, to say the least, she looks. To reiterate ab- 
stract maxims, were they elaborated by the combined intel- 
lects of Bacon and Goethe, comes here to little ; to discover 
that misery abounds in the world and merely to depict it, 
in colors however true and striking, is almost equally value- 
less ; to fling abroad vague denunciation upon those who, in 
good and in bad report, with less light or with more, strive 
eaiTiestly through long years to benefit then- fellow men, is 
in itself worse than useless, and has now become hopelessly 
commonplace. Through the whole history of mankind, 
the world has been a place of sorrow aa of sin. The bright- 
est year that ever swept, in kindly change of seasons, over 
the eaith, saw enough of individual distress, to driveaman, 
were it presented to his imagination with vivid poetic power, 
raving mad. So surely as the race continues as it is, so 
surely must this, for many centuries to come, be still the 
case. The man who cannot deliberately envisage this dread 
drcumstance, who cannot thus look before and after, and 
yet retain the faith that earth is a place in which to live and 
work, becomes a rebel against the order of things ; in con- 
sistence, he ought to commit suicide or accept atheism. But 
the strong and healthM man will, we shall agree, find it, on 
the whole, rational and advisable to submit to the condi- 
tions of his existence and to believe in God. To enable 
him to do so, it is necessary not that" he should accept any 
delusive representation of the present or Utopian prediction 
foi- the future, but that he should perceive in the history of 
man a progress, that he should be assured that, however 
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elowly, the evil and, the sorrowful recede, and thegood and the 
joyful advance. Nowthei-e ia one fiiot which the great science 
of statistics has already proved, in reference at least to that 
island which is the principal scene of Mra. Browning's poem ; 
— that crime and misery are on the decline. Amid all the vo- 
ciferation of Ml-. Carlyle and his school, in full view of stupen- 
dous individual crimes, with ready admi^on of multitudinous 
cases of individual distress, the wise man will calmly and earn- 
estly fix his eye on tins fact; on theharefignresinwhichitis 
inscribedhewilllook with unspeakable joy,nay reverence, as if 
he saw them traced in light by the finger of God, Ahriman, 
theyproclaim,thoughfighting sternly, does draw back hisfoot. 
The ocean rolls darkly beneath a troubled sky, but the sand- 
g^'ains are being deposited, year hy year, which will one 
day build the broad continent right into the sunlight. The 
night is still murky, but a rim of light slowly broadens out 
to dawn. How magnificently, how epically, might Mrs. 
Browning, with such an imagination as hers, have concladed 
her poem by showing us this ring of Mght on the horizon of 
the world, this aureole which proves that the sorrowful 
earth is still among the femily of God ! But except out of 
realism no true idealization can arbe ; ajid the realism which 
it is necessary to master in this case is to be found in a 
science, which Mi-s. Browning probably despises and of which 
she is certainly ignorant. The conclusion to which, in Au- 
rora Iieigh, we are conducted, is exceedingly true, and is 
presented in very beautiful poetry : but, in originality and 
practical utility, it is not one whit superior to the doctrine 
preached on the subject, any Sraiday in the year, in the 
churches and chapels of England. Miss Leigh's platonism 
cannot in the least affect the state of the case : the original- 
ity wanted was not to be had hy looking aci-oss two thou- 
sand years, hut by accepting the present, not m the philos- 
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ophy of Plato, but in criminal reports, in the liistorj- of free 
trade, in the works of Grey, MacCuIloch and Chalmers, in 
the letters of Colonel Jebb, 

Aurora Leigh, then, despite countless beauties, despite 
pass^es sufficient to furnish forth anthology after anthology, 
deapite an exuberant display of that genius which makes 
Mrs. Browning the greatest poetess in the world, is a failure. 
Why is it so ? It would be tiresome and probably vain to 
attempt to answer the qnestion at length. But one cause, 
perhaps a principal cause, seems to lie in that recoil from 
common men and exoteric doctrines, to which an early refoi-- 
ence was made. The- influence of Mr. Carlyle upon Mrs. 
Browning has been very powerful ; and it has been evil. To 
apply to her the words used in a difierent connection by a 
thoroughly able wi-iter in the Edinburgh Review, she has 
more and, more learned from Mr, Carlyle what she could 
not have learned "from Greek philosophy or Holy Writ, a 
fierce and unenhghtened disdain . . . . of the MUL- 
TITUDE." 

" Heavena, 
I tKnk 1 should he alraoat popular 
If tliis went on 1 " 

So excldma Aurora, and though passages might be quoted 
which seem to point to a different conclusion, this indicates the 
doctrine of the book. Yet there was ONE of whom his 
disciples were not ashamed to dedai'e that " the common 
people heai'd him gladly." 

To refer, save in the most general way, to Mrs. Brown- 
ing's smaller poems, is now impossible. Some of them, as 
The Cry of the Children, Cowper's Grave, The Cry of the 
Muman, and The Sle^, are absolute masterpieces. The 
first is one of the greatest of strictly modem poems. It 



by Google 



MES. BAERETT BROWNING. 205 

demoostrateB that a pathos may be got out of cotton fuzz 
and rattling machinery, to which the woes of Achilles and 
Hector, and the sublime sorrows of battling goddesses, 
around windy Troy, were a veiy poor aifaii' : it shows that, 
though tragedy on the boards may be looked upon with very 
dry eyes, the real tragedy is still amongst us. The poem re- 
minds us of Hood. The pathos of Hood is true and piercing ; 
it is the pathos of bare feet, of life ; it is the tear of soitow 
itself, falUng upon the heart. But The Cry of the Chil- 
dren, to a realism as literal as Hood's, adds an imagina- 
tive gleam such as Hood could not impart. Tho piece is 
radiant with poetic fei-vor. There is perhaps no respect in 
which it is not a study: in language, in melody, in unagery, 
in trnthftilness. 

Ootnper's Grave is an outburst of emotion, irrein-ossiblo 
in its earnestness, unspeakable in its tendei-ness. Some of 
the thoughts are by no means common, and some of the 
tui-ns might, from their point and ingemiity, almost sug- 
gest the word, conceit : but a passion of tenderness glows 
so visibly over the whole, that we think no more of premedi- 
tation than if we witnessed a paroxysm of weeping, 

T/ie Cry of the Human does not omit that word, with 
out which all denunciation of man's vice and shortcoming, 
all lamentation over man's misery, must be pronounced 
aimless iury or maudhn puerility. Mere despair at the aght 
of sorrow, mere fi'enzied indignation at the sight of sin, can 
beseem no man, when we think Who atoned for human sin, 
and Who shared human suffering, 

" Then, Soul of mine, 
Look up and triumph rather — 
Lo ! in the depth of God's Kvine, 
The Son adjures the Father — 
Be pitiful, God ! " 

irillST SEEIES. 18 
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The Sleep ia one of those poems of Mra. Browning's, in 
which not only the inmost thought and feeling are beantiful 
and simple, but in which no veil inteiTenes between these 
and general sympathy. This remark, indeed, extends, more 
or less, to all the pieces now under notice. In her smaller 
poems Mrs. Browning seemed to be working feirly deai- of 
what must be called her mannerism. In these she stands 
before us in no classic adornment, clothed on with the per- 
fect beauty of her own -womanliness and truth. 

" O earth, sa full of dreary noises I 

O men, with wailing in your voices ! 

delved gold, the wailera heap ! 

O strife, O eurae, that o'er it fall ! ' 

God strikes a silence tlirough you all, 
' And g^veth His beloved sleep.' 

His dews drop mutely on the till, 
His cloud above it satlcth still, 
Though on its slope men sow and reap- 
More softly than the dew is shed. 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 
•He giveth His beloved sleep.' 



And fiionds, dear friends, — when it shall be 
That this low breath is gone from mo. 
And round my bier ye come to weep, 
Let one, most loving of you all, 
Say, ' Not a tear must o'er her fall — 
He pvcth His beloved sleep.'" 

The man who cannot feel this is capable of no poetic feeling 
at all. nad Mrs, Browning been always so simply herself, 
her poems might be found on every cottage shelf And 
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who has more nobly told us that nature's truth is better 
than art's conventions, than Mra. Browning herself? The 

.Bead Pan, anotlier poem of sustained and consummate 
excellence, is moat of all precious, for its bold modernism, 

■ and haughty protest against the cant of chasicism, 

" Earth outgrows the mythic fancies 
Sung beeide her in her youth : 
And those dehoniure romances 

Sound but dull beride the truth. 
Phffibus' chariot^iiourse is run. 
Look up, poets, to the sun I 

Pan, Pan is dead. 



Truth is fair r should we forego it "? 

Can we sigh right for a wrong? 
God Himself is the best Poet, 

And the Beal is hie song. 
Sing his Truth out fair and full, 

And secure Hia beautifuh 

Let Pan be dead," 

These words are worthy of a time of universal reaction 
towards reality; against all formalism and ai-tifice ; a time 
which has seen imveiled the fiice of Cromwell, and when 
Enskin is flinging open to 'Oa& peoples the galleiy of Art. 

But it were a bootless task to attempt to refer, even in a 
word, to all that are peculiarly marked among Mra. Brown- 
ing's smaller poems. She touches iti tliem a thousand chords 
of feeling, and glances into unnumbered spheres of thought. 
From deep metaphysical musings, and philosophical deline- 
ations of the characteristics of the age, to the tenderest 
limnings of home life, they exhibit every mood of thought 
and emotion, A deep tone of pathos is very constantly 
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present, its pervading idea being the inextiicable bknding 
of joy and boitow in the lot of mar, the necessity that there 
eeema of all joy being through sori'ow. The smiJe, the 
mother smile, comes on a cheek white ivith an " eight-day 
■weeping," and, says the poetess, 

""Who," she asks, "can love and rest?" But neither 
does she ever permit the shadow to fall over aU man's 
glory; she knows of a sky, pure and blue, above all plain- 
ing. 

" Thy voice is a complaint, crowned city, 
The blue sky covering tlico lilic God'a great pity." 

This last is but an instance of a univei-sal characteristic 
of Mrs. Browning's writings on which one loves to dwell. 
Somewhat decided language has been applied to the un- 
seemly iamiliarity with which the Divine names ai-e used in 
A.urora Leigh. But no further qualification is necessary in 
asserting the pervasive Christianity of Mrs. Browning's 
works. Over all the domain of her poetry, over its central 
ranges, its quiet gardened valleys, its tmkling rills, ialls a 
radiance of gospel light. Ever, aa her music rises to its 
noblest cadence, it seems taken up by an angel harp : the 
highest tone is aa the voice of spirits. It would, I cannot 
doubt, be to their own sincere enjoyment and real profit, if 
the Christian public pressed boldly into the temple of Mrs. 
Browning's song. She is a Christian poetess, not in the 
sense of appreciating, like Carlyle, the loftiness of the 
Chiiatian type of chai-acter, not in the sense of adopting, 
like Goethe, a Chiistian maciiinery for artistic self-worship, 
not even in the sense of preaching, like "Wordsworth, an 
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angnst but abstract morality, but in the sense of finding, 
like Cowper, the whole hope of humanity bound up in 
Chi-ist, and taking all the children of her mind to him, that 
he may lay his hand on them and b}ess them. It is well 
that Mrs, Browning is a Christian. It is ditBeult, but pos- 
sible, to bear the reflection, that many great female writeia 
have rejected that gospel -which has done more for woman 
than any other civilizing agency ; but it is well that the 
greatest woman of all looks up, in faith and love, to that 
Eyo which fell on Mary from the cross. 

Tho greatest woman of all I This is my fliTn and deliber- 
ate conviction. I am, of course, not actjuainted with the 
works ofallgi'eat female writers, perhaps not even of many. 
But, as you look towards tho brow of a towering mountain, 
rising far over the clouds and crowned with ancient snow, 
you may have an assurance, even though it i-ises from a 
pldn, or, if amid lower hilla, though you have not actually 
taken the elevation of each, that in height it is peerless. 
In the poems of Mrs. Browning are qualities which admit 
of their being compared with those of the greatest men; 
s which only the mightiest give. With the few sov- 
s of literature, the Homers, Shakspeares, Miltone, she 
will not rank. But in full recollection of Scott's magical 
versatility and bright, oheei-M glow, of Byron's fei-vid pas- 
sion and magnificent description, of Wordsworth's majesty, 
of Shelley's million-colored fancy, of Coleridge's occadonal 
flights right into the sun-glare, of Bailey's marvellous exu- 
berance, and of Tennyson's golden calm, I yet hold her 
woi-thy of being mentioned with any poet of this centuiy. 
She has the breadth and versatility of a man, no sameliness, 
no one idea, no type character: our single Shakspearean wo- 
man. In this view I am agreed with by the author of The 
Haven^ a critic of gi-eat acuteness and originahty, and who 
18* 
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had no moral or religious prepossessions in favor of Mis. 
Browning. 

"Woman, sister, — " says Thomas De Quiney, "there 
are some things whieh you do not execute as well as your 
brother, man ; no, nor ever will. Pardon me, if I doubt 
■wliether you will ever produce a great poet from your 
choirs, or a Mozai-t, or a Phidias, or a Michael Angelo, or a 
great philosopher, or a great scholar. By which htst is 
meant— not onowho depends simply on an infinite memory, 
but also on an infinite and electncal power of combinalion ; 
bi-inging together from the fom- winds, like the angel of 
the resurrection, what else were dust &om dead men's bones, 
into tho unity of breathing lite. If you can create your^ 
selves into any of these great creators, why have yfui not ? " 

Mrs. Browning lias exalted her sex ; this passage was true. 
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GLIMPSES OF liECENT BRITISH ART. 

A DIAIOGUE. 

* * * Englishmen of pith, 

Sixteen named Tlionison and nineteen named Smith.— Byron. 

Thomson. Oh— Mr. Smith. How d'ye do? In that 
good old English salutation everything is included,— 
wealth, health, and i^mily. — How are you ? 

Bmith. All well. Eveiythmg in order at the old place. 
Crops good, boys and girls well, and wife, I wUI say, 
buxom, bhthc, and debonair as you could wish an English 
matron. 

T/iom. And you have given al! your country comforta 
the go-by to have a look at London ? 

Smith. Kot exactly. Business brought me to town, but 
to-day I am free. London, you know, is on the raee-coiirae, 
—which it may have to itself for me,— and I have seized 
tho opportunity for a stroll through the rooms of the 
Academy. 

Thorn. Indeed. This is fortunate. You know my love 
of Art ? — I, too, had made up my mind to avail myself of 
the absence of fashion and dilettantism to inspect, with 
favoring quiet and leiam-e, the works of the year. Suppose 
we make a day of it— lookmg as we talk, and talldng as 
we look ? 
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Smith, Agi'eed — most heartily. 1 hold yon something 
of an authority, whereas I know notliing of pictures, and 
profess no opinion on the subject- I know when I am 
pleased, and my pleasure is often deep. But there I stop, 
I have a feehng, even, that I have hnt a questionable right 
to the pleasure I experience. I am one of the i 
crowd, hated and sliunned by connoLsseura, and ( 
by the artists whose pictures they buy. Like the rest I 
bow to the connoisseurs, and placidly receive what artists 
condescend to tell me. But with you I am free. Even if 
you were a connoisseur at all points, which yon arc not, 
the indulgence of the friend would vail the teiTor of the 
critic. I am a child, of course, but I shan't be startled at 
the di'eadful crest ; and you won't hector, will you ? I ^ve 
in, to begin with. I surrender all freedom of judgment, 
while retaining utmost freedom of impression and remark. 
I give yon a general peimission to laugh at me. You may 
even give me a smart touch with the whip, when I am 
running fairly off the road, I know nothing of pictures. 

Thorn. Hm ! — All remarkably fine. Your modesty is 
no counterfeit — that I know ; — but let me broadly declare 
it is a mistake. We shaU perhaps contrive to raise you 
somewhat in your ovm opinion as a picture critic. In the 
meantime, what, pray, do you mean by " having no knowl- 
edge of pamting?" You are fond of Art. You make at 
least an annual viat to London, to see whatever pictures 
the year produces. And has not your interest in Art led 
you to read a little on the subject? 

Smith. "Well, really, you will do me a service if you 
teaeh me to cast myself free of that timorouaness with 
which I now thmk of any picture. But you must take care 
that a worse thing come not upon me ; I should rather be 
a coward among critics, than a pretender among dunces. 
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You ask what I mean by being ignorant of painting. Well, 
I could not give you a single rule of perspective, or read 
you off one of the liaxmonies of color, or define tone or 
chiaroscuro. In one word, I am ignorant of the technical 
part of painting. I cannot paint, and I do not know the 
rules of painting. Besides, — for I shall make a, clean breast 
of it, — I have a lurking picfLience for jiUutes that are 
bright, clear, clean, new ; and I tancy I might give my 
money for a school copy Mith just as much hetrtiness 
as if I bore away the real mi&ter Still woise I have not 
nearly the due measure of enthusiasm foi the said masters, 
I sigh over my want of raptuies on the aubject of Eubens's 
flesh-tint ; ^d when I catch eight of a number of undressed 
ladies, even though the catalogue calls them Diana and her- 
Kymphs, and even though it be Titian who di-aws aside the 
cm'tain of — of — decency — lam despicably inclined to get 
out of the way. In short, you must give mo up. 

Thorn. Not quite yet. Nor have you told me aU you 
have to tell. There is a positive as well as a negative side. 
Smith. I have said nearly all that is to the purpose, I 
tbuik. Bat you would ask what I have seen and read in 
connection with Art ? There is a little to tell in that direc- 
tion. Plain folks as we are in the Dell, I cannot pretend to 
a total ignoi-ance of what la s£wd, seen, and written in the 



world. There is no excuse i 



I among c 



fern and heather, for complete ignorance. Why, — think of 
it. I read in the afternoon, at my tea table, the debate of 
last night in the Honse, Eveiy ramor which circulates in 
the London clubs, political, literary, or aitistic, finds its 
way to us in a tew houra. I heai' to-day of the ai'rival or 
production of a new painting: to-morrow I mingle with 
the throng inspecting it. Half a dozen libraries ai'e ready 
to supply me with every new work, on Art as on every 
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other sutject. I don't see, therefore, wliat right I have to 
be inferior in Art-knowledge to townsmen as such. I im- 
agine that I am not so. For many years I have visited all 
the principal eshihltions, and have taken pleasure in pene- 
trating, as iar aa I could, into the truth and meaning of the 
pictures. What with this, and with reading, I have formed 
a notion, corretit or not, of the distinctive ideas which 
reigned in particular schools, and of the way in which sub- 
jects have been treated by particular masters. But all this 
is beyond the pale of technical knowledge ; al! this is oul^ 
side the studio ; and I have nothing to plead in arrest of the 
verdict of artistic barbarism. 

Thorn. Tery good. But talking threatens to encroach 
on looking. We must get at the pictures. As you have 
said all you can for yourself, however, grant me just another 
minute to see whether I cannot allege something additional 
in your fiivor. There is a little matier which you not un- 
gracefully omit, but which I consider of paramount impor- 
tance. You know nothing, it appears, of color. You are 
rather hazy in chiaroscuro, and are apt to lose yourself in 
golden and silvery tones. Ton never saw, you might have 
added, the original Venus de Medicis, nor affected rapture 
over Leonardo's Supper at Milan. Veiy sad, indeed ! Now 
I happen to have visited you in that Dell of yours, so sweetly 
sinldng, with its crag and copse, from the general level of 
the upload. I well remember a walk with you, one fresh, 
dewy morning, which would have been dull in town, but 
which in the country only made everything more rural, 
quiet, countiy-Iike. The sky was of course weU. filled with 
broken clouds. No other composition of the sky, if I may 
steal a term from Art and apply it to nature, gives at once 
transparency of air, pure richness of color, and fine efiects 
of light and shade. There was a moment when the smi- 
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beams, which had been peeping and peering for an outlet 
in the clouds all morning, aiiddenly streamed through 
a valley opened for them by the gentle wind, and 
spread themselves in their countless companies along the 
faint purple of the hill. The gleam of their golden ban- 
ners shone clear against the shadow wliieh was stUl 
lying dark over the greater pai-t of the mountain. The 
eyes of both of us were at once on the ridge, which had 
caught the light ; and when I looked at yours, shall 1 tell 
you what I saw there ? If not exactly a tear, at least a 
ghstening which told that the heart required some kind of 
overflow. Nor have I forgotten that day, when, like a 
good, respectable Mr. Smith, yon di-ove me to the market- 
town in yom- own gig. It was about the end of July, As 
we passed along, a cornfield lay by the wayside. Through 
it the hand of autumn had just begun to sprinkle the gold 
uito which melts the green of summer; and, amidst this 
golden-green, myriads of poppies waved their crimson 
flames. "These," you excldmed, casting a glance in the 
direction of the poppies, "take a pretty penny out of my 
pocket, but for two reasons I am hippy to pij the puce, 
first, because of the pure delight of the coloi, and second, 
because that one sight, to leave out a thousand others, and 
the emotion it excites, are amply sufficient to annihilate. 
Once for all, the theory of beauty proteased and detended 
by Francis Jeffrey." 

Smith. Ah, let me interrupt yon Perhaps that was 
severe on Jef&-ey, His dissertation is extiemely valuable 
as a dassification of what the beaotifnl is not. It is a mon- 
ument terc p^ermiv^; only you must turn it upside down ! 
Goon. 

Thorn. Now, of whatever precise value it may be, I think 
I need not prove that in estimating one's capacity for judg- 
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jng in Art, it ia at least well to know hia power to obseiTe 
ainT etijoy the beauty of nature. The instances I have ad- 
duced show that, whatever you may say of the landscapes 
of the former, you are not indiiferent to those of the latter. 
Were I to pass beyond landscape, and inquire in the same 
way into your fitness to form an opinion on painting of 
human life, I should find my case stUl stronger. Kothing 
human have I ever known which did not, one way or other, 
interest and attract yon. I have seen you look with genial 
curiosity on the equipages, the dresses, the languid smiles, 
the artificial fiowei-s, of Hyde Park. I have seen you mark 
with stronger interest, and sympathy far more ai'dent, the 
glowing cheeks and glittering, twinkUng eyes of the hay- 
makers in your own fields. I think you would know the 
mark of human feeling wherever yon saw it, in field, in 
street, or on canvas. But we can put this to the proof at 
once. Look here. What think you of this picture ? 

Smith. It impresses and delights me; more I sliall not 
yet venture to say. 

Thorn. But wherein consists your pleasure P What do 
you see in the picture? Read me off your impressions as 
cleaily a^ you can. 

Smith. I shall make the attempt. It seems to me, as I 
look, that there gradually dawns upon me the whole modu- 
lated beauty of a lyric poem, written not in alphabetical 
characters but in soft, sweet, variegated light. Thei-e is 
before me the well stored room, kitchen and sitting-room 
in one, of a homely yet substantial farmhouse. The wife 
of the good yeoman is seated on the left, beautiful with the 
beauty of joy and health, her cheek white and ruddy, her 
whole fece bathed in the tender illumination of that smile, 
which prosperity never fails to light upon the countenance 
of a true woman. She ia perfectly happy and contented in 
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her balM, lying there in her lap, in rosy, healthy slumber. 
That woman is a realization of all that is kind, vigilant, 
comforting, blissful, in the character and office of a mother. 
The yeoman's boys, stout, heai'ty littie feUows, who spend 
nine tenths of their time in leaping and shouting in the 
fields, are seen near theip mother. And what boy is that 
beside them ? What child is it, who has glided in through 
the half-opeu door, and stands, in Iiis thin rags, his little cap 
in his hand, looldng np, submissively, piteously, into the 
fece of the old grandmother? Why is he so woe-begone, 
so forlorn, weary-looldng, beside the jocnnd children of the' 
fiinner? H^ h The Mith^Uss Bairn! Look at that babe 
on its mother's knee, and those boys standing beside. The 
blessedness of a mother's smile rests on them visibly, red- 
dening on their cheeks, beaming in their eyes. To the 
right, the brood-hen has come fiissing on the floor, followed 
by one or two chickens. Even these ai-e cared for ! Bat 
that feeble, trembling child stajida alone,— homeless, un- 
oared foi-, motherless. In aD this, there is a felicitous 
truth, a tollmg lyrical contrast, such as I might hope for 
fi-om a Bums, a Crabbe, or a Thom. And the artint has, 
■with a wise tenderness, relieved the more sadness of his 
story, by letting me know, in the softened look of the 
grandmother and the dewy smile of the mother, that the 
httle stranger has this day found a home. These are my 
impressions of Mr. Faod's picture. 

Thom. Exactly. And yet you protend to bo unaHe to 
fiirm an opinion touchmg its merits ! Is it not an extreme 
absuidity that people will stand by such a picture, the very 
tears in their eyes attesting their power of appreciation, 
and disclaim all right to have an opinion regarding it ? 

I'iiiath. H^! — I trust I have made my first step to the 
acfjuisition of that valuable human quality, conceit. But 

riEST SERIES. 19 
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this picture is of the simplest kind, and I evippoee I must 
not attempt to deny that men of natural feeling and ordi- 
nary culture may appreciate pictures of that school, of 
■which the great Wilkie and the greater Hogarth are in 
Ei-itain the legitimate mastei-s. But I should he at a loss 
if you asked me to criticise the quality of the pdnting, 
strictly so called, even in this picture ; and I am not sure 
that I should not be deceived into purchasing a jwor copy 
of it after seeing the originil Whit hive you to siy to 
that? 

Thorn, We shall see But you muit not imigme that 
I pronounce extended icqu-untante ^^ith pictuies of no 
importance, or undervilue my kind ot iitistio knowledge 
accessibie to people in geneitl I mimtiin mtielj that 
the knowledge which is necessaty to the Aiti^t, the en 
tire range of those subjects ■Kbich relate to the pio<lucin,^ 
methods of Art, — the laws of jjeispectne, of coloimg, and 
so on, —are foreign to the sphere both of the beholder and 
the critic. This truth, — which I hold to be demonstra- 
ble, we may indirectly illustrate in the course of this our 
dialogue, — which, by the way, will, I hope, be rambling. 

iSmith. Oh, rambling by all means. You and I, I rather 
think, are not the men to converee in the lineai- dialectics 
of those hard fellows who talked under the Greek plane 
trees. Fancy, whun, the caprice of the moment, the sug- 
gestion of a word or glance, have a place in conversation. 
I believe that these are not only Muong the most potent of 
the elements which make aiiy, vivacious, sincere, confiding 
talk one of the supreme pleasures, bat that they cast at 
times such revealing side-gleams upon truth and beauty, as 
bring out more subtle and pointed inteUectual views, and 
more rai'e and delicate lights of loveliness, than can be 
obtained by the elaborate method of study and composi- 
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tion. It has sometimes occun-ed to me that the best things 
ever uttered may liave been uttered iu conversation ; and 
it is my settled conviction that the convei-aatioii of men 
of caltnre, trained in the expression of their ideas, is very 
nearly as accurate — even formally and grammaticaUy — as 
theiv published writings. 

Thorn.. "We shall not confine ourselves, then, to any 
stated topic, but glance generally round the horizon of Art, 
tariying a little wherever an opening into the pure blue 
may draw our eyes with promise. But another word just 
DOW as to this deoeivabihty by copies, which seems to lie so 
heavUy upon you. The danger is neither so great nor so 
important as you imagine. You must remember, to begin 
■with, that the difierenee between high, or even the highest 
trath and beauty, as embodied iu a work of Art, and what is 
commonplace, may be not only not veiy easily perceptible 
but actually slight. It may be the dewdrop, scarcely noted 
by the eye, yet making one rose the fairest of the garden. 
It may be the inscrutable somewhat, of beauty and music, 
which rendei-s one poem a household term, a nation's watch- 
word, for ages, while another, in which you can hardly 
define an infeiioi-ity, ia a mere fleeting popularity. It may 
be the nameless, indescribable expression, lendmg to one 
face a subduing and incomparable witcheiy, whose absence 
fi-'om another, with featui-es of even' higher order, leaves a 
countenance insipid and commonphice. The difference of 
a hair's-breadth in hne may be that which sets Phidias and 
Michael Angelo at the head of sculpture : a dimmution, if 
possible stUl less, in the ethereal mildness and saintly ele- 
gance of Raphael, might have cost him his throne among 
painters. Now I think the original may be distinguished 
from the copy, by bearing well in mind this last and exqui- 
site difference, not to be defined in words. The master has 
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rested on hia work. There is in it a patient intendty of. 
care. Its tints blend more delicately, more elnsively, than 
in the copy. Its lines have either the sweep or the accu- 
racy that belonged to bnt one hand. An artist, fiimiliai- 
with the operations of drawing and painting, may have 
pecnliar skill in detecting a certain quality of lines as lines, 
or of colors as colors ; and here the man devoid of techni- 
cal knowledge is at a disadvantage. Bnt a master is to 
be distinguished by his effect as well as his means, by the 
result as well as the processes by which it has been at- 
tained ; — a certain depth and cleai'ness of sky, neither 
more nor leas, a certain truth of feeUng, a certain approxi- 
mation to the softness and the color of a living face. And 
on these points, a thorough acquaintance, on the one hand 
with nature, and on the other with this master's power of 
approaching her, is all that is required in order to ability to 
discriminate hia work fi-om a counterfeit. All this, I need 
not say, is distinct from technical power of hand or eye. 
Your knowledge must be accurate, your practice great, but 
neither the knowledge nor the practice demands any ac- 
quaintance with artistic methods. Have you not found 
this so ? Do you not, after all, believe in yonr liability to 
be deceived, more because the connoisseurs tell you that it 
must attach to you, than from positive experience? 

Smith. I am bound to confess that there is some truth 
in your words. And, in fiict, for that matter, both artists 
and connoisseurs fall into error on the subject of originala 
and copies, to aU appearance about as readily as ordmary 
mortals. 

Thorn. Of course. What is still more, this of distin- 
guishing between copiea and originals, though made very 
much of, is not of the first unportance, after all. Art will 
never be much worth as an influence on the public mind, 
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until we learn to respect work for its o«ti sate, and not for 
the name it bears. The craftsman can never be an aitist ; 
the copyist does not necessarily share one spark of the 
genius of the master; but ivhile I have the thought, the 
feeling, the truth of the artist conveyed to me by a copy, 
I shaU prize tlie picture, just as I should the book, which, by 
means of types aiTanged by a nameless printer, transmits to 
me the thoughts of a Plato or a Luther. But we ai-e again 
forgetting the pictures around m. Tou must allow me to 
throw the rein right over the neck of my enthusiasm as I 
look upon Mr. Faed's principal work of the ye&r,—mghlan<i 
Mary. This is one of those pictures for which I am ready 
to thank and bless an artist : so deep, so delicate, so pure is 
the pleasure it impaits ; so beautiful and unsullied are the 
emotions it awakens ; so sweetly attractive, bo airy, so end- 
less the imaginings it evokes; so thickly-crowding, so 
noble, so natural, the thoughts and associations it suggests. 
Highland Mary U on her way back from Ayrshire, and hai 
ah-eady reached the monntalns of native Argyllaliire. She 
rests by the wayside. Aromid her are mountain flowers, 
—the fox-glove, the heath-bell. In the distance the view 
is closed in by the blue and gray of the hJUs. With one 
hand she draws closer round her her plaid of tartan. Her 
other rests on the little scarlet bundle in her hip. Her hair is 
bound by a sunple blue braid, and the bine, gray, and russet of 
her dress combine into a pleasing hai-mony of color. Every- 
thing breathes a subdued but tender loveliness; not the 
loveliness of Greece, not the loveliness of Italy ; not the 
loveliness of regal purple or queenly jewels ; but that whicJi 
lurks in the sequestered deU or about heathery braes, and 
which peeps out here and there from the cottage and the 
dross of the peasant. But this is not all. There is a pi,> 
ture within the picture. There is a centi-al beauty, to which 
19* 
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all tbe rest of the loveliness ministera, and up to ■which it 
leads.- This is the face of the figure ; that face of Highland 
Mary which teams on you li'om the hill side, holding you 
with its pensive heauty, so faultless yet so Scottish, The 
full, ripe lips are closed in silent kindliness and love, no 
Paphian curve expresMog the consciousness or pride of 
beauty. On the cheek rests the color of the mountain rose, 
that indivisible blending of the dawn-red and the snow- 
■white, which is nature's highest effort in hue. The eye, 
soft, deep blue, looks out in maiden purity beneath the un- 
wrinkled maiden brow. Spread over the whole face, 
breathing through its every feature, what thought is that 
which is its life and spirit? Ah, we can guess it weUI 
Highland Mary is dreaming of that strange Ayrshire youth 
from wbom she lately parted ; that swarthy youth with the 
glittering eye, in whose words dwelt fo potent, bo peiilous 
a fascination. She thinks of Kobeit Buini A thousind 
fancies and questions, of vii-gin pride, of wominlj ambition, 
of glad, loving surmise, are whirling m siunmei temped, 
spanned by its rainbow, throngh her bi east Furthei than 
this the poet -piunter does not reveal; but who can hinder 
imagination from looking somewhat beyond, and seeing the 
lowly headstone in tlie highland churchyard, beneath which 
so soon were laid all the earthly hopes and loves of EEgh- 
land Mary ! 

Smith. Permit me to express my decided hope that 
your Pegasean enthusiasm has finished its flight, and to con- 
gratulate you both on the emptiness of the rooms and the 
patience of your one listener. But Mr, Faed's is no doubt 
a beautiful picture, a work of unquestionable genius. Have 
yon reflected on the seeming difficulty of painting a really 
beautiful female face ? No manifestation of beauty exercises 
so entrancing a power over man. The grace of the forest. 
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the color of the garden, the evening on the sea, the mom- 
ing on the mountains, —all these possess b«t a fceUe 
enchantment compared with that of the countenance of 
a lovely woman. I must add that the power to bring 
this beauty upon canvas is very rare among artists. Faed 
is one of the fe-vv painters who has an unerring eye for 
female beauty; among living punters he seems to be with- 
out an equal in this department. I tmst that nothing may 
induce him to desert the manifest waJk of his genius. 

This picture pleases me, also, because it supports a little 
theorj; of mine, which, countryman as I am, has been 
discussed more than once at my fireside. In perception of 
what may be caOed tyi)al lovelmess, in capacity to appre* 
hend abstract and, so to speak, geometrical beauty, partic- 
ularly of the human face and form, the Greeks surpassed 
ail nations. In the very accuracy of their perceptions 
here, might He, partially at least, the cause of that restric- 
tion of their sympathy for the beautiful, which contrasts 
with the expansivenesa of the Gothic spirit. Grant that 
there was a certfun meagreness, a sameliness, a too scrupu- 
lous elegance, in their sense of beauty; grant that they 
bound the zone of Venus a little too tightly; yet I think 
you will find that with them lay the discovery of those 
essential, geometrical forms, of which all beauty in lines 
must be a modification. This fece in Mr. Faed's picture is 
perfectly Scotch. The broivn haii- verging to golden, the 
cheek somewhat round and fiiU, the genei-al tendency to 
depart from the perfect oval, — these all abandon the 
Aphrodite model. Yet the Greek ty]:.e is discernible. It 
is seen in the proportion and unity of the features, in the 
chiselling of the brow, in the delicate straightneas of the 
nose. It is the Greek ideal of female loveliness, only not 
shaped from ^gean foam, or breatlied on by ^ 
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breezes. It grew amid the mountain heather, and its 
cheek was visited by the rough wind of Scotland. 

Thorn. It is impleasant to hint an objection to such a 
pi(!tui-e, and while Mr. Faed gives us sach beanty, I for one 
have not the heart to bid him venture on any modification 
of his system. But wliat do you think of that backgi-ound? 

Smith. The mountains are certainly generalized. I can- 
not say I like generalization ; but you Imow the connois- 
seurs are very terrifying on that subject. 

Thorn. We must be too severe neither with Mr. Facd 
nor with the connoisseui-s. That the background <£ this 
picture is generalized, there can be no doubt. The ptunter 
evidently concentrated his power upon his figure, and left 
the trees and hills in gi-eat measure to the brush. Yet the 
generalization is not extreme. The mount^ns, yoa observe, 
are by no means strictly conventional, — in form at least. 
Thoy are bold and serrated, trae to the general type of the 
Ai'gyllshire mica schists. Mr. Paed has evidently looked 
on these mountains, and that with a penetrating, mindful 
eye. So much on his behalf. To the connoissem-s it 
must be conceded, that their theoiy of generalization, if 
not trne, is an apology for and aim at truth, — and finds 
its analogue in nature. What is that theoiy? It is that 
every picture should have one central interest, idea, object ; 
that everything ought to be subordinated to this; and 
that, therefore, the painter should fling in his backgrounds 
in broad, general, conventional masses, lest the minute 
perfection of their painting aiTcst the attention of the 
beholder, and diminish the power of the central idea. 
How, it is unquestionably true that nature teach^ and 
pleases by single effects, keeping in view particular objects 
in pai-ticular cases, to the marked, though not entire, ex- 
clusion of others. The carolluig of the birds in temperate 



by Google 



GLIMPSES OF EECENT BEITISH ART. 2i5 

climates, the songs of the linnet, the krlc, the blackhii-d, 
are ijlainly intended to be delightful to man, and poeta m 
all ages have testified to the completeness of success with 
■which the intention has been carried out. It is equally 
manifest that the colors of tropical birds — the most bril- 
liant of natui-e's coloi-s, though inferior, in all qualities save 
brilliancy.to the color of flowers and predoua stones — are 
intended to be a source of joy. I do not mean, of course, 
to assert that everythmg on earth ia meant exclnaively for 
man. The manifestation of his own glory and perfection ia 
an all-sufflcing end to the Creator. Yet ia it true that 
man, in virtue of his Divine origin and relationship, has 
had his eye so &r opened to the mystei-y of nature, that 
the mode in which he ia affected by any natural ijhenomenon 
may lead him on by gentle hints to the intention of nature 
in the case. In the contrasted instances I have quoted, the 
unmistakable effect aimed at, in the one, was of sound, in 
the other, of color. And what I would have specially 
observed, is the singleness of the effect in either case. The 
plumage of the nightingale does not divert your attention 
from her note : yon listen in vain for anything beyond an 
unmusical screech, from the bird that glances with dazzling 
flash through the gloom of southern foresta. Look, again, 
to the vegetable worid. Take the two great families, dis- 
criminated for Art, not for Science, of the flowei-s and the 
trees. Of all the ministers of beaat-v, puie and simple, 
flowera are the beat accredited: then office m cieation it 
is impossible to mistake. "What is the um. ot flowei-s?" 
This question, in its generaUy received implication ih one of 
the roost foolish and ignoble whidi can be pnt Etonomio 
use they have none. They are natm e a living antithesis to 
economic nae. They exist to he admired, looked at, loved. 
They are chalices of Divine workmanship, of pm-ple, and 
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eearlet, and laquicl gold, from -whicli man is to di-ink the 
pnre joy of beauty. But remark that the whole attention 
of nature is concentrated on what is specifically and exdu- 
mvely the flower, — on the part that blooms into color and 
breathes fragrance, — in cutting ita petals, and touching 
them with pure and perfect hues. Whether you will or 
no, your attention is fixed on the colored part ; you think 
not of the rest of the plant ; it furnishes merely the stalk, 
it finds its sole merit in supporting the flower. That a rose 
is intended to glorify God in its color is to me as evident a 
trath as that man is intended to glorify Him in worsliip. 
When -we tnni to the trees, there ia a broad, an nnmis- 
takable difterence. Through all the kingdoms of inanimate 
nature, trees are peerless in foi-m. The shape of the wave 
is beautiftil, but it is samely. The foi-ms of the clouds are 
beautiful and of utmost variety, but theii- beauty is vast 
and grand, not coming quickly home to the human mind, 
and not unfl'equently stretching into long straight lines, or 
losing itself in shapeless hugeness. But the forms of forest 
foliage have a variety, whisperuig of nature's mfinitude; they 
ai-e precisely of a size, and are precisely so placed as to 
render them obvious to the eye ; and, in then- chastened, 
regulated, consummate beauty, they never faih ' The 
birch, ivith nodding plumes as of the forest queen, and 
waving tresses as of the woodland mdden ; the elm, with 
its imperial drapery, and majestic yet graceful port, a 
"Queen Elizabeth" among trees; the elastic, defiant, soar- 
ing beech, its boughs seeming to leap into the sky : — these, 
and how many others, present the finest compositions in 
abstraot form presented m the whole range of inanimate 
nature. But here again a central purpose is unmistakably 
traceable. There are no flowers now to draw the eye fi-om 
the arching of the leaves and the grouping of the boughs ; 
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no local intenrfty, no concentration of color, prevents it 
from resting calmly on the broad sweeps of green which 
robe but conceal not the majesty of the form. Amonn- 
ti-eea themselves, a manifestation of the same law of unity 
' — or rather a thousand manifestations — may be found. 
The fi'iiit tree has no fineness of form, nor is it valuable as 
timber ; but what it wants in foi-m and timber, it makes up 
in flower and fi-uit. Its wood ia valnelesa compared with 
that of the oak, its form paltry compared with that of the 
ebn : but no tree of the forest can boast of apple-bloom in 
Spring, and the golden and roseate ofiferings of many an 
antnmn atone for the woi-thlessness of the Mien ti-unk. 

To conclude this whole matter, so fiir as nature is con- 
cerned, — the provinces of creation, in the illmiitaljlo 
variegation of theii- beauties, are filled with separate unities, 
with accomplished individual aims, not with one vast 
uniformity. Kature ia always perfect ; but perfect in her 
wholes ; part is related to part, and the less beautiful has 
given the oil of its own wailing lamp to kindle the greater 
flame of loveliness. 

I should transgress all bounds if I attempted to inquire 
at length into the manner in which Art embodies and 
reflects the laws of nature. But I think we shall agree in 
not entertaining a doubt as to the general principle, that 
nature's laws of beauty reappear in human sympathy with 
beauty. The universal law I have noted has in all ages 
found its eountei-part, its echo, in the universal mid impor- 
tunate demand made by the human instinct in every depai-t- 
mont of Art for unity. ■ In all poetry, from the epigram to 
the epic, unity is indispensable. Whether in the single 
glimpse of thought, the momentary thrill of feeling, or in 
describing the rain of planets and the procession of 
creations, there must always be the restrmmg, governing, 
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unifying law. The thoaght may be sharpened into a single 
epigrammatic dagger: then it must not be beaten into 
length or breadth, or ovei'laden with jewelry ; and it must 
have no rust to dim its keen ghttering, or to eat off its 
invisible edge. The feehng may be one pulse of emotion 
to dance, like a gush of summer lightning, along the veins : 
then it must be poured forth in one lyric swell, every word 
a note of music, every line a gleam of light. Or an immeas- 
urable variety both of thought and emotion may have to be 
portrayed ; philosophy, religion, love, may pass and repass 
on the page : but hei'e too, every episode must be governed 
by one central law ; and the most uncultui-ed taste will be 
offended, in profound unconsciousness as to the reason why, 
if a single incident, a single sentiment, a single thought, is 
knit to the central purpose by no traceable aifinlty, catches 
no gleam of an all-suffusing light. In the case of painting 
it'is emphatically true that there is no depai-tiu'e fi'om this 
universal law of Ai-t. Take the most unsophisticated man 
you can find ; place him before a canvas in which there is a 
multitude of figures, each exquisitely painted, but engaged 
neither in any one pursuit interesting them all, nor m a 
variety of pursuits coalescing in one general idea (as in a 
fair) ; let the soldier be seen in this comer, burnishing his 
arms to attack no foe, the merchant in that, erecting his 
booth on the sea-shore ; let there be a specimen from every 
order of craftsmen, each separate from all the rest and each 
engaged in objectless labor: — how will he be affected? 
He will declare that it is a collection of pictures within a 
single frame, or a stupid agglomeration and no picture at 
all. The necessity of a single aim and interest is most 
obvious in the case of human subjects; but tlie law holds 
good also in landscape. Now it is just an attempt to carry 
out this law of nature and of Art which has resulted in the 
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academic canon of generalization. Your central idea, it ia 
argued, must be prominent, must aiTest and rivet attention ; 
therefore, in piunting your picture, all the skill you can 
command must, in human subjects, be devoted to yom- most 
impoi'tant figure, and in landscape to your most prominent 
object. The argument and aim were right : of the inference 
fi'om the ai'gument, of the mode of attaining the aim, I 
have something to say not by any means of a complimentary 
nature. 

Smith, Well, -well: — this last remark is to the point. 
Grant that the object had in view in the accepted method 
of genertdization is a coiTect one, will that avail you much 
in defending the connoisseurs ? Have not eiToi-s always, or 
almost always, lain in methods ? Have not aims generally 
been right ? The method of impai-ting unity of idea and 
interest to a picture, by putting in a lalse background, I 
assert to be utterly and in every way wrong, — unnatural, 
pernicious, preposterous. It is unnatural : for nature has 
attuned her object in a way perfectly different, a way which 
may be defined in one word as. The establishment of a 
relation of more and less, among incidents, forms, colors, 
in their own excellence, and in their power over human 
sympathy. Tims, at tlie head of all interest, nature places 
human interest: the grandest scenery, of precipice and 
cloud and forest, never attracted a lover as the smile in his 
loved one's eye. In other provinces of creation, her most 
delicate form and her richest color are relieved by forms 
and colors which are in themselves not so exquisite or so 
pure. Her finish is always the same ; the rose leaf is 
finished as the rose petal ; but the pink and white has a 
natural, an inherent supremacy OA'er the plain green. The 
distinction between nature's plan and that of the generalizer 
is exceeding broad, and of the last importance in Art ; it 
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haa an appearance of subtlety, but it is really obvious if we 
g^ve it fiiir and earnest consideration. The generalizers 
predsely evade the problem proposed and worked ont by 
nature ; and by so doing, spread a vail between themselves 
and all the regions of the Beautiiul. Nature gives all her 
forms and colors fair play ; but so arranges them that your 
eyej^hile gazmg impartiallj oiei her piospect, js diawn 
by a sweet, nuld, miconscioni, but iiiesistible compul^uon, 
to whit 13 mtunsicilly noblest in foim and hue The 
academit, geneializer finds it exticmeh ddhudt to discot tr 
the tiiilj mtuiil sabordmition of thought to thou^fht, 
emotion to emotion, foi-m to foim, coin to coloi This 
demands lon^ and seiichmg obscrv ition and deep lefleo- 
tion He cannot tiust to 7its Ioa ci? for in interest greater 
than that of the oak under which they whisper ; he cannot 
trust to Ma cataract for an interest greater than the copse 
by its side. So he turns his oak into broad splashes of 
green, and his copse into broad daubs of brown. Thus his 
method is unnatural. It is pernicious : for, hy its legalized 
bhuider, it altogether turas away the artist from the right 
path of natural study. It prevents him from catching 
Hght of nature's chitif Art-secret, fi'om learning her cun- 
ning method of unity. It accustoms him to all manner of 
degi'ading and enfeebling slovenliness. It causes him, as a 
true bungler, to say aloud, this I want you to obsei-ve, this 
mountain I specially painted, this rose I elaborately han- 
dled : whereas natiu-e is always majestically silent, leading 
the eye to the mountain by the soft smile of its own blue, 
and not plucking off or misshaping her leaves that the eye 
may rest on her roses. Thus his method is pernicious. It 
is preposterous, for, when Ait-cultiu-e haa made the slightest 
progress, it certainly defeats itself. At whatever prospect 
Tve look, whether a picture or no, the eye can, at any one 
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moment, rest only on one point. This ia a physiological 
law, unvarying and indisputable. In looking over a natural 
landscape, I am, suppose, attracted by a group of human 
figures. That group alone, I, for the moment, see. All 
other things are in a certain indistinct light around it. But 
I am not physically able to look long on any one point. I 
naturally cast ray eye ai'ound. What then happens f The 
scene becomes definite. I discover no interference with the 
general aspect of nature ; clouds, hills, houses, are all in 
their proper places and in their perfect forms. Looking 
npon these, my eye is rested ; my attention gently relaxes ; 
probably without any conscious emot on vh te e It 
again to the centralizing group. How la t n tl e p t re 
of the academic generalizer ? While tl e ej e e ts e\: 1 
sively on the one portion which he 1 as vent e I to pi nt 
correctly, all may be so far well. Bt nanonet t 
wandera over the other parts of tl e p ct e Tl e t is 
etaitled, disturbed, p^ned, by meet ng an in j oas b I tj a 
wild agglomeration of forms that for ha e none, a 1 hues 
unknown to nature. It is deluded of the repose it seeks. 
It ia not softly conducted from the pinnacle to the plain. 
It is called, instead, to contemplate sometliing new in this 
world. The hills, the trees, the clonda, are no longer hiUs, 
trees, or clouds. The hills have permitted themselves to be 
pounded into dust ; the trees have been mashed up for the 
sake of their green and brown ; the clouds have kindly had 
themselves condensed, to yield a liquid medium for the 
esthetic amalgam ; and the result is a suiijrising and afilict- 
!gesting only some liideous and 
d convulsion in all the elements. 
Thorn. To all that I must assent. It is indeed difficult 
to exaggerate the pernicious influence of this theory of eeu- 
eralization. By rightly using the backgrounds of natm'c. 
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an incalcialable a«ceeaion of power might accrue to a picture. 
The pale moon setting beyond the white wave, lends only a 
deeper sadness to the human eoitow which Burns breathes 
through hia poem. Let us really see a few sufferers clinging 
in despair to a wi-ect that tosses in mid ocean, far from any 
shore ; and the sun setting behind them in blood, and cast- 
ing a burning glare over the cruel sea, will but enhance our 
feeling of the human anguish. Eveiy aspect, phenomenon, 
•md mood of nature takes a light fi-om human sympathy ; 
" ouit> IS the wi-dding gai'ment, ours the shroud ;" the poet- 
pnmtei might bimg unnumbered voices of dewdrop and 
sunbeam, of wild wive and lightning gleam, to blend theii- 
wlent but expreisive accents with the main thought or emo- 
tion of bis pictme 

Smith. Talliing of generalization, and of the methods 
of nature, what do you think of the pre-Eaphaelite pic- 
tures ? 

Thorn. I am inclined to venture on the paradoxical 
looking answer, that there are no pre-Eaphaelite pictures. 

Smith. No pre-Raphaelite pictures ! Either argue me 
out of my eyesight, or explain. 

Thorn. I mean that pre-Uaphaelitism has hitherto done 
little or nothing, I recognize the principle ; I have little 
iaith in the men. 

Smith. O, — and you like to be antithetic; — well, go 
on. 

Thorn. I see many things in pre-Raphaelitism, but this 
first and best of all : a new earnestness in Art takmg the 
right direction. I shall not separate the direction from the 
eai-nestness, because I like to believe that there was an orig- 
inal and causal connection between the two. An intense 
and lofty devotion to Art arose among certain students ; it 
at once sent them to nature : in nature their eai-nestness 
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found its fittinff and fostering aliment. One cannot but 
experience a gJow of sympathy witli tliose young men of 
" stubborn instincts," who rebelled agiunst the stepmother 
academy, and ruBlied to the bosom of the mighty mother 
herself. Seldom has a pursuit led to no great results, never 
has it Mled to lay a giant grasp on the heart of man, when 
followed in the spiritwhioh sent Hohnan Hnnt from the 
luxury and adulation of a London season to take up his sta- 
tion with the vultures in the white blaze of a desert sun, 
by the wan glaro of an accursed sea, merely in order that 
the look of lorn and lonely desp^r with which it lies swoon- 
ing under its pestilential atmosphere, might be brought to 
Ms canvas. Such resolution and courage I shall honor, 
though as yet their achievement is slight. 

Smith. Yery good. But neither earnestness of applicar 
tion nor nobleness of devotion ensure exemption from radi- 
cal error ; and radical error at the commencement will turn 
into mockery all hopes of subsequent excellence. Bear this, 
if you please, in mind. 

Thorn. Do n't be alarmed ; grant me, also, a few mm- 
utes all to myself even though I seem to foi-get the funda- 
mental law of conversation, — that there be no engrossing. 
The doctrine of pre-Eaphaelitism I take to be, that what- 
ever is painted should be done as weU as the ai-tist can, and 
that nature is the gi-eat educator. It would not be fer 
wrong to say that pre-Raphaelitism is a rebellion against the 
false theory of generabzation ; that, in its true interpreta- 
tion, as given, for instance, in the works of Ruskin, it Is a 
proclamation of the great Art-law of unity. Since this is the 
chief organic law, the Magna Charta, of Ai-t, there is no 
dishonor, but much honor, due to pre-Raphaelitism in thus 
defining it. In speaking of the new school, therefore, I 
shall, in some sense, carry out what we have ab-eady said 
on the express subject of generalization. 
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Not contending for abaoUite acetiracy, and bearing 
always in mind that there arc no geometrical lines, no mu- 
Bsuni cases, in nature, we find all painters divide themselves 
into three broad classes. Of course they ai-e mingled and 
modified in all sorts of ways, but never mind that. The 
first is the class of the simple narratoj-s ; the second that of 
the selectors; the third that of the inventors, the color- 
poets. 

Piunters belonging to the fii'st of these orders engage in 
the mero express delineation of whatever is charaoteiistio of 
the genei-al hfe of their generation ; its interiors, its costume, 
its architecture. Such delineation must ever continue an hon- 
orable and important occupation. The human mind, striv- 
ing with an earnestness proportioned to its general noble-, 
ness and capacity, to mate itself at home in all centuries, 
must prize whatever enables it to efiect, with vividness and 
certainty, this domestication. What would we give to have 
such representations of Greek and Roman, or, still more 
precious, of Jewish interiors, at the time, say, of the spread 
of Christianity, distinct and accurate as the Flemish inte- 
riors of Jan Steen and Ostade? All portrait-painting 
might be claimed for this class, and if we once concede the 
claim, how high in honor and esthnation does it rise ! If, 
however, the clmm were exclusive, it could not on any 
account be acknowledged ; and it is unnecessary to press it, 
since it is quite certain that painters simply of what is seen, 
in its bare actual realization, will always be populai- in their 
own generation, and esteemed by those which follow. Ii\ 
the popular mind, it is probable, the love of imitation is as 
powerful as any of the instincts gi-atified in Ai-t, and to this 
instmct the painters in question ai'e the declared and pei-pet- 
ual ministei-s. Interest in the past is also undying, and on 
it these painters may depend for then- estimation in succeed- 
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ing times. Bnt it is imdeiiiabl© that paintings of thinga aa 
they at'e, indiscrimiiiatingly taken, if belonging to Ait at 
all, anil not exclusively to artisanship, occupy the lowest 
rank. The rea,sonof this is distinct and conclusive; — that 
the power they demand is purely mechanical, that of hand 
and eye, and that they afford no sphere to the free will, to 
the onginating or altering capacity of man. 

The next great class of psunters, I have called the select- 
ors. Their reliance is not placed upon any mere power of 
imitation, although power of imitation is indispensably 
necessary. What is ordinary, they pass by. They look for 
the rare, the exceptional, the excelling, and it they paint, 
I apeak of their choice of whole subjects, not of their mode 
of securing interest in individual pictures. They select ; I 
do not say they generalize. Academic generalization is 
always wrong: selection rightly perfomied is always right. 
In every landscape nature subordinates form to form, work- 
ing every form perfectly out : but nature has some land- •^ 
scap^ more beautiful than others. It is tnie that there is 
beauty in all. But this is a dangerous commonplace, and I 
rather imagine that those who very much use it — there are 
exceptions, of course — haveno very delicate sense of beauty 
in any case. All loveliness, aa presented to the human mind, 
influences by degree, and displays itself by contrast. The 
dripping, cheerless clouds, with but a few touches of livid 
blue breaking their monotony of ashy gray, are not so beau- 
tiful, and were not intended by nature to be thought so beau- 
tiful, as those same clouds, when the wind has gently waved 
them into valleys and avenues, and the bounteous sun has 
flung abroad upon them his varied light, hero clustering 
into roses, there gleaming into gold. The broad, blunted 
features of the clodhopper, the dim, relaxed features of the 
sluggai-d, ai'e not to be called beautiful beside the delicately 
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cut features, the mantling color, the mtliant expre^on, of 
such a faee as one may see once in a year or a lifetime. 
The dreary, drizzling, colorless day seta off the aziwe and 
vermilion of its evening. The heavy, ill-proportioned fea^ 
tures, the blunt lines and torpid expression, of a thousand 
faees, contribute power to the one face of dazzling beauty. 
And in the case of beauty, as elsewhere, nature is most 
bountiful to him who appreciates her gifts, and who, by 
long, resolute, concentrated study, makes them his own. 
Were that vague, monotonous loveliness a characteristic of 
nature, man might cast on the world a heedless aad wan- 
dering g3zQ, Its beauty would not vanish ; there would be 
nothing to unvail, nothing to be discovered. But now th6 
choicest natural beauties are momentaiy glances, evanes- 
cent as glorious ; nature's smiles have to be watched and 
WEUted for ; the eye must train itself to see, the mind to 
remember. Doubt it not, the most worthy student of 
nature, he who shows for the works of God the most pure 
and reasonable reverence, is not he who pays to the beauty 
of the world a general, indiscriminate admiration, hut he 
who has listened well to nature's voice, who has learned to 
distinguish her degrees of beauty, who has been handed 
from the lichen to the daisy, from (he daisy to the heather- 
bell, from the heathei-beU to the lily, fiom the hly to the 
rose, until, passing from loveliness to lo^thuess he has it 
last attained to such glimpses of the purest, highest heiuty, 
as might touch the eye of an angel with laptuious fiie 
Here, of com-se, one man is originally gitted moi e exqui 
sitely than another: and he who, to a peculiar sensibility to 
beauty, adds a rare perseverance in its culture, is the man 
who will excel as a painter of the second class. He is the 
commissioned of his feJIow-nien to be a spy upon nature : to 
visit her hi her solitudes ; to steal upon her at eventide 
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When she k shedding her famtest, tenderest pnrpto into the 
mountain yaJlej-s; to maiii the streaming of the light over 
nnseen mists in the gorges of remote hills ; to traee the 
glittermg clond edges, as they break into ivhito Sre in the 
glance of the lightning. If he deals with hnman snhjeot^ it is 
his to note the manifestation of mighty and noble passion; 
to anest forerer the gleam of sti-ange, Sitting light which 
glances along the feattires, when a sudden throb of uncon- 
trollable emotion striltes the heart. He goes, too, into the 
paths of common life, looking there tor what is honorable, 
and lovely, and of good report. Whatever he deems worl 
thy of choice, he paints. But he is not original save m the 
exercise of choice. Once give him his subject, and he paints 
it with hteral exactness. 

Whole schools of painting belong to this second class,— 
conspicuous among them, the Dutch and Flemish. Ruys- 
dael and Ouyp are admirable examples. Mr. Euskin speaks 
of the works of Ruysdael as furniture pictures, void of all 
the higher attributes of Art. Neither for Cuyp has he any 
great affection. Were it not that profound stnpidity has 
no tendency to modesty, this feet might have made it 
impossible for critict of Mr. Ruslcin to tell the world that 
all he cares for is finish, and that for its own sake. But 
this by the way. Be the pictures of Ruysdael and Cuyp 
what they may, they have been long, widely, and pro. 
foundly popuhir; and while adducing them as examples 
of their class, I would pokt to them also as ineoutestably 
provmg our second class of painters fitted to exercise a 
very powerful influence upon the human mmd. It seems 
hnpossible for an rmsophisticated mind not to be arrested 
and delighted by the works of RuysdaeL Yet wherefore 
18 It so? Wherein lies their charm! If you wandered 
bodily by that wood beside the moor, with the spai-se sun- 
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beama struggling hei-e and there through its foliage — if 
your eye rested on that moorland, bleak and brown, as it 
actually presented itself to the eye of Ruysdael, with its 
bit of black road, and its one pool so dead and murky — 
would you not huny on, glancing carelessly at the whole 
scene, uninduced even by that I'uin, seen by the struggling 
sunlight through the trees, to linger for a moment ? Or 
if you stood by the original of this toiTent, in another pic- 
ture, with one or two uninteresting cottages on the hill 
side above, a few larches, somewhat tattered looking, on 
the rivec bank, and a brolten stem or two lying across the 
current, would you think the scene, though perhaps deseiT- 
ing a. look, worthy of being long and heedfiilly obseiwed? 
Surely not. Yet here you are enchained. If not eni-ap- 
tured, you at least experience an intense pleasure. WTiy, 
I say, 13 this? Is it not because a touch of natm-e makes 
the whole world tin, and here nature is rendered in all 
the plainness of her tnith ? The slightest effort of imagi- 
nation bears you away to Ruysdael's moorland, spreading 
bleak and brown under those sullen, lowering clouds. His 
earth has the very look of nature's sur&«es — not glazed, 
not rolled out in smooth xmiformity, the green all enainel, 
the black all jet, but i-ough and fi-etted, as natui-e's surface 
always is, with ita millions of points, singly invisible, of 
grass-blade, reed, and heather. His clouds have the mass 
and depth, the light and shade, of cumulous clouds, and 
that look of laggard dreariness, which those clouds wear 
on a chill, gloomy day, threatening rain. His toiTent, 
though it takes from the dull gray of the sky a dissatisfy- 
ing bluish dimness, where you looked for bright, leaping 
spray, is yet trne under its own sky, and you feel that those 
larches actually grow by that grumblhig northern stream. 
Limited as Buysdael's range may be, you cannot but see 
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that what landscapes he selected ho painted, so fai- as bare 
trath was concerned, witli consummato power. If you 
find, as I do, any lascination in the pfuticular scenes he 
depicts, he will appear to you to have done no mean work. 
For Cuyp, too, let me speat a word. He must, indeed, 
have been, in some sense, a duU man. If nature could be 
consulted, she would sui-ely declare the man who could see 
and love but one of her aspects, who was contented to paint 
during his whole life one of her innumerable phases, a vo- 
tary not worth having. I do not remember any picture of 
Cuyp's, and pictures by Cuyp ai-e to bo found in every 
collection, in which there was not a broad yellow Hght 
Streaming from the left. Always, I think, that light 
touched, with a faint copper color, the tops of stately 
cumulous clouds, pUed up, their domes towards sunset, 
m the repose of evening. Tet Cuyp's monotony has not 
deprived him of popularity, nor ought it enth-ely to have 
done so. There was a power m his dullness. He set him- 
self to paint his one effect with unflagging assiduity; and 
he painted it, as it appeai-e to me, with consummate suc- 
cess. 

This second class of painters is the widest of any. It 
embraces all the men of unquestionable talent, but not high 
genius. I hold them in great honor. In their inability 
to paint more than one effect variously modified, I find an 
attestation of the infinitude by wliich the works of God 
excel the works of man. Their endowment is certainly 
beyond the common ; their perseverance is indomitable ; 
yet they spend their whole lives in attempting to trace 
and imitate one touch of the Dirine finger ! There are 
of coui-se many living painters who belong to this class. 
Cooper, Lee, Cooke, and others without end, able, meri- 
torious artists, are wen possessing, so to speak, one piece 
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of knowledge. You can tell precisely what each sees in 
nnture. Lee psunta everything as if it had been "washed, 
just washed, in a shower," He takes his palette to the 
fields in the intervals of the showers that drift before the 
west winds of June. Green, gi'ay, blue, — these are his 
colors. Cooper is as fond of yellow sunlight as Cuyp, 
whom, indeed, he seems to have closely etudied. His cows 
are of the color of tortoise-shell, and you may be sure of 
the dreamy yellow of afternoon on his skies and streams. 
Coote keeps to nearly the same color as Cooper, with the 
modification enforced by the nature of his mai'ine views. 
A pale yellow illumination is aboat all his skies and clouds, 
— now and then, perhaps, fading into gi-ay. 

Smith. Allow me to inteiTupt yon for a moment. I 
once happened to look at a landscape in this Academy, by 
which I was not a little puzzled. The sky, the clouds, the 
trees, were certainly the painting of Lee. But where had 
Lee got those yellow lights, tlioae broad pale gleams, 
changing the tone of the whole picture ? The cattle, on 
the other hand, the yellow tones here and there, were 
Cooper's, but how had Cooper stolen a march upon Lee, 
whence had lie got the west wind shower to wash up his 
picture ? A glance at the catalogue resolved the mystery. 
The landscape was Lee's : the cattle were Cooper's. 

Thorn. Thank you. The case is precisely in point. I 
have only to add, as to this class of painters, that all which 
has been said of them as landscapists applies to them, with 
obvious modification, as painters of life. Caravaggio's gam- 
blei-a answer precisely to Cnyp's evenings ajid Cooper's 
cows. 

There is a third class of painters, the inventors,' the 
poets. It la an inalienable attribute of man that he can 
modify, recombine, adorn nature. He casts a gleam from 
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liis crown as king of the workl. To recur to Coleridge's 
matchless thoaght, he breathes over earth the music of hia 
bridals, and compels its melodies to take a tone from his 
funeral waila. Raphael's Madonna did not altogether grow 
amid the Italian mountains. The most skilful daguer- 
reotypist of our nineteenth centm-y could not bring a 
Madonna like Raphael's from any valley of the Appenmes 
or any plain of Italy, The angelic mildness of the eye, 
looking in satisiied, unchanging gaze of love and adoi-ation 
on the fe«e of that Child m her arms, — the saintliness and 
hallowed purity of all ai'ound the still group, — the sweet 
and tender loveliness of the maid-mother's fiiee, — these were 
Raphael's own. And in the case of every painter among 
the mightiest, there is this something added, which gives 
its last glory to the picture. To expatiate upon this high- 
est class of artista is needlesa, since its existence will be 
disputed in no criticism worth opposition, and its works 
cannot he easily mistaken. 

Smith. Have you forgotten that this is all an introduc- 
tion to your answer to my question about pre-Raphaehtism ? 
May I ask whether the length of the reply is to be inferred 
from its introductory exercitation ? 

Thorn. Do n't be impatient. I have not lost my reckon- 
ing. What I have been saying is not exclusively, or even 
strictly, an introduction ; and so far as it is, be so good 
as to compare it to a winding avenue, that opens upon 
a country mansion. You take some time to thread the 
approach; but once you reach its end, you embrace the 
house in one brief glance. Now for that glance. 

Apply the gi-andpre-Raphaelite principle, that whatever 
is painted should be painted as well as the painter can, in 
each of the provinces of Art that we have been surveying. 
Since I must take it for granted that the aeademio theory 
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of generalization has been demolished, it ia unnecessaiy to 
inquire whether tliis is the only true principle for tli^ 
guidance of painters of the first two classes. The question 
is of the thu'd class. Does not pre-Kaphaelitism of necessity 
cabin, crib, confine the greatest minds ? Rightly under- 
stood, it does not so, by any means. Perhaps, in its most 
impoi-tant aspect, it is an educational principle; and a,s 
such, its main v^ue lies in destroying erroneous and per- 
nicious principles of Art-education. There has been fi-om 
time immemorial, m the schools of Ai-t, a fatal confusion 
between two kinds or divisions of training ; that which is 
mechanical and reducible to rules, and that which relates 
to things not mechanical, and which cannot be done by 
rule. There is a certain amount of intellectual culture, a 
certain attsunment in intellectual excellence, which one 
generation can transmit to another with precisely the same 
ease and certainty as a method of ploughing or an improved 
system of rotation in crops. But there ia a province in 
human afEMrs, in which teaching, whatever it may do, can 
never get the length of prescribing rules ; m which the 
influence of education must be indirect and informsJ. This 
provmce is that of the poetic, the creative imagination, 
answermg to that of the in^ entive intellect It it. spedally 
the province of Ait as distingui-Jitd tiom any soit ot 
artisanship. As well ipjomt lules foi invention ui nnnu 
factnres, as draw up canons bj wlm,h grtat pictuies may 
be produced In other piovmces of exeition this gieat 
principle ie leoognizcd The fdlacyishich fiom time im- 
memorial has coveied oui Cihibition walls with Deluges, 
and Lears, and Orpheuses, which L-js kept ordinal y men, 
age after ^e, attemptmg to puff them'iehea into genius, 
has never di \wn bieath m heilthiei atmo'iphei eb, viheie 
no dilettantism turned ■iside the seiiching but edubnoua 
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influence of tho popolar gale. The human mind haa always, 
ill tJie might of ita nnsophisticated instincts, spumed the 
idea of a poem imtteo by rule. Fancy a lyric constructed 
upon scientific principles 1 Fancy a lark instrncted out of 
Whewell how to flap hia ivinga, or a nightingale conning 
the theory of music t Might not an epic be put together 
in an age when mechanical invention has got so far ? " For 
your tempest, take Eurus, Zephyr, Anster, and Boreas, and 
east them together in one verae ; add to them, of rain, 
lightning, and thunder (the loudest you can). Quantum 
sirfficit. Mix your clouds and bUlowa well together till 
they foam, and thicken yonr description here and there 
■with a quicksand. Brew your tempest well in your head, 
before you set it a blowing. For a battle, pick a large 
quantity of images and descriptions fi-om Homer's Iliad, 
, with a stiice or two of Virgil, and if there remain any 
overplus, you may lay them by for a skirmish. Season it 
well with similes, and it will make an excellent battle." 
You remember Swift's esquidte humor. And will not 
all men laugh with him at the absurdity involved in thk 
"Recipe for an Epic?" But Art has ever yet been the 
possession of comparatively a few ; and in painting, it is 
qnite possible, by adherence to certdn rules, of composition 
in foi-m, and harmony in color, to produce pictures pleasing 
the eye and satisfying a mediocre taste. Hence yonr regu- 
lar crop of mock sublimities Irom year to year : hence the 
overaght of that axiom of all Art-criticism and Art-educa- 
tion, that the distinguishing character and veiy essence of 
genius lies in the imixissibility of attuning its results by 
niie, in the vanity of all attempts to steal its celestial fire 
and set it to bum in the cast-iron gi-ates of mediocrity. 
The word, "conventionality," is very much in use at 
presi-nt, and I have no doul.t that very little r 
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in many cases attached to it: tut I consider all con- 
ventionality, so far as it is evil, to consist simply in the 
aecamulation of methods ty ivhicli genius may he mim- 
icked. Kow true pre-EaphaoIitism — ^the pre-Raphaelitisra of 
Rustin — appeals from the hoary conventionalism of Art- 
teaching to nature, declai-es that rules can never produce 
gi'eat pictm'es, and maintdns that the one infallihle method 
of securing sound ivork — plain, valuable artisanship if the 
worker is hut an artisan, the invaluable fruits of genius if 
he is a horn artist — is to hold to natm-e, and paint what 
is seen. Is not this a principle, "which to look at is to 
love?" 

Smith. True, true ; but do you not at least imply an 
ovei-sight of pait of the truth? Can you dissociate past 
effort from present study? Will you assert that I can 
derive no benefit from knoii'inj; how my fellow-men of past 
generations looked on the face of nature? Will you pro- 
nounce present knowledge of natural phenomena, present 
discovery of more excellent Ail-methods, of the highest 
importance, yet tacitly affii-m that neither fact nor principle 
can be so assuredly ascertained, as to he transmitted to 
posterity? Nature, with all her demand for labor, has a 
grand motherly habit of thrift, by which she encourages, 
rewards, dignifies toil. Hewton sets his foot easily, for a 
second ascent, upon the principle, to discover which was 
a long and pfunful task for Archimedes. Watt does not 
re-invent steam before he invents the steam engine. Can 
you wholly exclude this law from the province of Art? 

Thorn. By no means ; and allow me to say that I thmk 
I have already said enough to indicate how far and in what 
sense it is either admitted or excluded. No sort of Art- 
education, pre-Raphaelite or other, can confer the creative 
capacity of genius: Archimedes did not tell Newton Jiow 
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ho had discovered ; MUton, schoolmaster as he was, could 
teaflh no iDupil to write a Paradise Lost. But this pre- 
vents not that a thousand ordinary mathematicians, between 
Archimedes and Newton, apply to nseful purposes the 
discoveries of the former. Now it is impossible wholly to 
dissever Art from mere workman ship ; the pure spirit must 
dwell in a temple of clay : and the greatest genius, if he had 
to paint a house or a man, would act absurdly by attempt- 
ing to re-invent al! his processes and rules. Only, if hia 
pi-ovince is that of real Art, he can breathe the new life 
into the old form, and to do that no rules will avail him. 

Smith. Well; but will study of nature enable him to 
do tliis either? 

Thorn. You think that a clincher. I answer without 
any hesitation, No. By learning accurately to paint all 
the earth and all the sky, a maji would learn to produce 
pamted landscapes capable of aifording great pleasure and 
information to liis fellow-men ; but he would never neces- 
sarily leaiTi to produce a work of Art. I might find it 
difficult to establish this proposition, but for the stores of 
instance afforded me by the history of painting. With 
these I can have no difficulty. The Dutch painters have 
shown the world what workmanship can attain without 
genius. Tlie dagueri-eotype has shown it still better. 
These give nature, but not the poetiy of nature. Turner's 
Tentide of Minerva Sunias gives nature and the poetry of 
nature also ; it is a work of Art. By study of the works 
of bygone artists, encours^ement, suggestion, awakening, 
may be found for genius; therefore such study is good: 
only it mu.st be remembered that nature is the great 
check upon human influence, that she fnrnishos the teat 
of accepted truth, and is the source of every truth that 
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Smith. Now what would you say if I pronounced you 
at yoar conclusion a little further off than you were at youi- 
commencement ? Tou seem to have left very little of dis- 
tinctive chai'acter to your pre-Raphaelitism. 

Thorn. Why, if you so pronounced, T should simply say 
you are not so shrewd a man as I take you for. You are 
very well aware that the two things invaj-iably and essen- 
tially opposed to tnith are novelty and paradoJC. Ruskin 
andthepve-Raphaelitea cannot be accused of having pro- 
pounded any new-fimgled, unheard of idea. They proclaim 
an ancient and substantial truth ; and it is as representing 
and promoting a reaction towards this truth, that they can 
claim a portion of their own. A conventionalism, piled 
fold after fold for centmies, had stiffened and benumbed the 
limbs of Art. This fact must he borne in mind in contem- 
plating the whole phenomenon ofpre-Raphaehtism. Had 
not Mr, Euskin opened the eyes of all who will see to its 
certainty, the iact of established conventionalism might' 
take long to prove. But it is now preposterous to call it in 
question. Surely, surely, in all reason and honesty, it. must 
be admitted that the old traditions and admirations retai-ded 
Art, lowered and deadened the general sense of artistic 
truth, produced pictures without number whose greatness 
was a sham, and evoked applause without end which was 
an hypocrisy. The Claudes, the Salvatoi«,ithe Poussins sat 
on their hero-thrones, theii' sceptres, whether leaden or 
golden, stretched out to protect placid absurdities, with 
their scholars, surrounded by all their ghastly paraphernalia 
of extinct classicism, manuiacturing " great " pictures at 
their feet. Only conceive the power of that moral and 
intellectual narcotic, through which men came not only to 
tolerate but to praise those landscapes, for instance, which 
the said masters called after Scripture subjects? The 
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picture waa called Tlie Marriage of Isaac and Itehecca, 
The Sacr0ce of Isaac, The Departure of the Quemi of 
Sheba to visit Solomon, or by some sucli name. The 
painter put in bis modern villas, harbors, and trees, and 
when he had finished, you had to search the picture over 
and over, until you lighted on a miserable figure or two in 
a comer, in some trivial or despicable attitude, representing 
the ai-tiat's conception of some one or other of the most 
solemn and interesting incidents in human story, I have 
seen a picture by Salvator Rosa called Faul preaching in 
the Wilderness. The apostle has precisely the look of a 
vulgar, crusty, petulant monk, aiid he points to a couple of 
crossed sticks in his hand, representing a rnde cross. The 
scene is a rocky gorge after the manner of Salvator, and 
such as might have existed in the country of the Galatians, 
Imagine Paul addressing those same Galatians with a cross 
in his hand by way of illustrating his doctrme 1 Read his 
letter to those moimtaineers, and inquire into the truth, 
say rather the complicated, outrageous ialsehood, of Salva- 
tor's picture, Ifow I do not of course blame the painters 
for such things as these. The civilization of their time 
admitted and encouraged such falsities. Nor do I forget 
that there are abstract qualities of hue and line. But was 
there not need for a reaction, when men, on the intellectual 
level of the nineteenth centuiy, were told to take such men 
as inialHble models, and when imitations of then- manner 
were set apart in a specially great school ? The Art of 
Great Britain is passing through a transition period. It 
experienced of old, more or less, the paralyzing efiect of an 
excessive conventionalism. The tiiith and beauty which 
former mastei-s had perceived and exhibited was not esti- 
mated in itself or valued for its own sake. Instead of tliis, 
the reverence for authority, for men, for names, entered in. 
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Painting eiirrendered its freedom and its originality in a 
Bpedes of hero-worahip. Bnt Enskin andtlie pre-RapIiaelites 
sent artists baolc to the fountains of nature. They pro- 
claimed again that all truly gi-eat, all nobly ideal Art must 
arise out of the real; that over the gaunt skeleton of 
material feet must the elastic muscle, the trembling ner\'e, 
the vital blood, the mantling bloom, of ai'tistic creation lie, 
Re-mvigorated by converse with nature, Art may ag^n 
turn to the old mastei-a ; not now to worship, hut to 
examine, to see, to know, to admire, to learn. It ■will 
ivatch the first efforts of Cimahue, the dawning glory of 
Giotto, the softened splendor, surely a noonday splendor, 
of Raphael. It will mark Claude as he " sets the snn in 
heaven," and follow to the fields the hardy workers of 
Holland. It will watch the hand of every great and honest 
man who ever painted. 

It can hardly be conceived that the simultaneous appear- 
ance of Euskinism^pre-Baphaelitiem, and photography is not 
destined to yield some great result. That simultaneousness 
may reverently be held to have been providential. AU 
three send Art in the same direction, — to nature. Photo- 
graphy is gradually becoming perfect in the rendering, not 
only of faces, trees, and buildings, but of the great forma of 
landscape. The eye finds so much delight in color, that it 
is not in the least sui-prising that the brown and white of 
large photogi-apbs should not be generally admired or liked, 
or that they should be unable at first to enter the lists of 
popularity against pictures. But as the eye accustoms 
itself to dispense with the charm of color, and learns to 
dwell on the abstract forms revealed by the photogi'apher, 
the beholder experiences a profound delight. I have been 
myself positively surprised at the increasing sense of beauty, 
grandeur, majesty, with which I have looked upon Alpine 
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photogi-aphs. The silent, stable masses, resting in tteir 
colossal strength on the foundations of the world, — the 
feint, diffused shade, drawing me on into the depths of 
solemn valleys, — the rich variety of the pine foliage on the 
lower reaches of the hills; — those have come by degrees 
to afford me an exqniKte pleasure. This is nature in her 
own majesty. She ia disrobed of the mantle of Art ; and 
methinks it is hardly flattering to one's human pride to 
find how we!l the human drapeiy can be dispensed with. 
It may be that the universal presence, in prmts and pictures, 
of some added element — whether the imperfection of 
incompetency, the mistake of conventionalism, or, if you 
will, the poetry of genius — gives a special zest to repre- 
sentations in which this is wanting. It may even be that 
the literal forms of nature have in themselves an august 
beauty which man has as yet, generally speaking, failed not 
only to improve but to equal. But however it is, I confess 
I find more nourishment for eye and soul, in a few good 
photographs of Swiss sceneiy, than in a similar number of 
prints or pictures. Depend upon it, as the public eye 
becomes, by means of pre-Baphaelite paintings, o{ photo- 
graphic views, and, let me add, of modern iaoiiities in 
beholding the hills and rivers of nature, accustomed to fitct, 
the craving for more truth in the works of artists will 
become too general and too intense to be resisted. The 
old ideal of landscape will be unabie to maintain itself. It 
must either pass away or learn to embody all the fresh 
knowledge of the time. That there is a possibility of this 
being done, even of a grandeur being added to all tliat 
nature can display, I have no doubt whatever. A future of 
unexampled glory mai/ a^vait Art. 

Smith. Let me add a word as to the dangers to which 
pre-Raphaelitism is peculiai-ly exposed. Of the mistake of 
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offering or accepting correct etudiea aa pictures, and of tliat 
of drawing not only feature but expression from models, I 
cannot speak. These have simply to be mentioned, a^ 
indefensible and fatal. But there is a subtler and mor^ 
comprehendve error than these, of which pre-Eaphaelites 
■would do ivell to beware. I mean the en-or of dishonor- 
ing the creative imagination, coufoanding it with a mere 
combination of accuracy of memory and power of eye and 
hand. Memoiy and imagination are essentially distinct. 
The one is indeed the handmaid of the other, the sendee- 
able, the indispensable handmaid ; but the handmaid cannot 
change places with the mistress. Memory brings the 
materials and lays them out ; it may be in systematic 
ai'rangement, it may be in chaotic disorder ; imagination 
looks upon them, and they are grouped into unity or spring 
to life. Mere mechanical order becomes living hai'mony, 
and disorder subsides into a world. All those lights of 
natural beauty, all those truths of symmetry and fbi-m, 
which the Greek iinagmation embodied in Aphrodite, coidd 
be catalogued and counted over by memoi-y. Tlie bend of 
the sea-wave, the white foam, mantling, in the sunlight, into 
rose-bloona, the laughing light that danced in a thousand 
Hniles over the broad front of ocean, might all have been 
chronicled and remembered, yet remained forever dead and 
apaii. But imagination comes upon the scene. Lo ! the 
bending wave is a moving arm ; the snow of the foam and 
the tints of its rainbows blend in a living cheek; the many- 
twintling laughter of the sea is gathered into the witching 
eye of Aphrodite. Take another exami>le. A most power- 
ful and touching description could be drawn out in detail 
of the horrors of popular commotion, of anarchic revolution. 
The poverty occasioned by the obstruction of steady 
industiy might be depicted; the ntunber of the slfun might 
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be specified, and the miserable manner of tlieir death 
described ; the destmction of ancient dynasties, the confla- 
gration of opulent cities, the blaukenmg of feilile provinces, 
might be dwelt on in aU the ghastliness of their coloring 
and all the mimitenesa of their detail. In all this, memory 
alone might have been at work. A totally different faculty 
ia in operation when Coleridge annihilates, by one strobe of 
consummate perfection, all descriptions of popular madness, 
in those brief words: — 

"Lo! the f^ant Frenzy, 
Uprooting empires ivitk his whirlwind arm, 
Mocketh high heaven," 

To say how, precisely, tliis faculty works is what no critic 
ought to attempt, and what he who possesses it most might 
be of all least able to do. But as to its radical differ- 
ence from memory, no question can be entertfuned. Pre- 
Raphaelitism, rightly understood, does not endanger the 
distinction. By recognizing it in aD its force, Mr. Riistiu 
has both exhibited to those wilhng or able — which you 
like— to follow him, tho completeness and symmetry of 
Ms system, and set whole nests of horaet-critics, whose 
cliara«teristic is that they can festen upon but one point at 
once, buzsang about his ears. He hailed pre-Raphaelitism as 
™'gbty, because it companied with truth ; he gazed won- 
dering npon the imaginative " dream," as it bodied itself out 
under the pencil of Turner. " Why," buzzed tlie horaets, 
" this man, this Turner, is among the mists on the moun- 
tain's brow; these pre-Eaphaelites have stuck then- jjalettes 
among the weeds at its foot, and paint as with microscopes : 
how can any one pretend to admire and approve of both ? " 
Euskin, with the eye of true critical genius, embraced the 
whole mountain from brow to base. Turner he saw far 
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up among the mists, which tm-ned to glory rouiid him : 
between liis station and that of the pre-Kaphaelites lay 
many a wreath of cloud, hiding the pathway up: but 
on the same pathway were both, — the pathway of lov- 
ing submission to nature, of earnest devotion to truth. 
Pre-Eaphaelitismis the surest path — though, recollect, 
no path can, be guaranteed — to the capacities and achieve- 
ments of creative genius ; and whatever it positively en- 
sures, it has the grand negative advantage of producing 
no utterly abortive work. When, therefore, I look to 
the works of Ruskin and consider his estimate of Turner, 
I fear no misconception of pre-Raphaelitism. But it is 
not equally so, when I look at the works of Millais and 
recollect Raskin's estimate of them. I should be sorry 
to say anything implying disrespect for the powei-s of 
Mr, Millaia. However much certain of his works may fiill 
short or offend, the man who has looked upon nature with 
his eai-nestnesa is deserving of honor. No man but one very 
peculiarly gifted could have given so mighty a realization 
ofthe deep, dark amethyst of the autumn hill, as Millais has 
given in his Autumn Zeaves. But with all his realizing 
power, I cannot believe that this artist h^ any real imagi- 
native force. You may test the fact simply but infallibly. 
Attempt to take his pictures to pieces. Endeavor to trace 
the process of their composition. To do so in the case of 
imaginative genius may be pronounced impossible. The 
touch there is invisible as the conception was instantane- 
ous. The mode of working is subtle as life. Coleridge 
could not have told you how that giant spiimg to life in 
his soul. A mechanical mind, considering cfaai-acteristica 
and adoptmg traits for a century, could not have produced 
the imjDeraonation, But whenever Millais attempts imagi- 
native work, he lets his hand be seen. Tou know how 
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idea after idea stmok him, and Tvas taten up, and fitted 
to its place, and put in. In hia lai'ge plctni-e, Peace Con- 
clitded, for instance, who cannot perceive that triviality 
after triviality, about the cock, the bear, the turkey, the 
lion, suggested itself to his mind, and was mechanically 
suited to his pui-pose? Yon can put the colons and full 
stops into the long-winded pointless tale. Mr. Ruskin may 
continue to admire Millais, but he will never persuade more 
than a coterie that his favorite possesses a fine sympathy or 
a high imagination. It would be a di-eary consummation 
if pre-Raphaehtism, aftre toiling long in tlie mines of truth, 
laid its stores, not at the foot of some wizard imagination, 
capable of evoking perfections of loveliness luidreamed of 
in the world, but before mere memory, gigantic indeed in 
its powers, but mechanical and nutnnfeeturing after all. 

Thorn. Whether Miilaia has true imagination or no, he 
has produced one gi-eat picture. The Mescue appears to 
me by fer his finest painting as yet, — there are one or two 
of his, by the way, that I have not seen. The Autumn 
Leaves gives perhaps greater promise, but the children in 
it are so intolerably ugly, and their gestures so strained and 
artificial, that the picture seems to me destroyed. The 
Rescfue pointedly exhibits the possibility of mere faithful 
rendering of nature yielding noble pictm'es. Learn to de- 
pict her faithfully, and when you come upon her in a grand 
mood, you produce a grand picture. The story of The 
Jiescue is simple. A fireman brings three children in safety 
from a bui-ning house. The mother awaits him, laieeling 
at the foot of the stair. One of the children she receives 
ii-om his hands; the two others still cling to him. He 
stands upon the crealdng staircase, in the full red blaze 
reflected from the conflagration. The figure of the mother 
has generally been regarded as the principal one in the 
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picture ; but, in spite of the depth of tenderness, mingled 
ivith love and gratitude, in the expression of her face, I 
cannot say that it fully satisfies me. The fireman is cer- 
tainly good; resolute, manly, strong as iron, like one accus- 
tomed to pass through the fire. But the central figui-e in 
the picture, its climax, if I may so speak, ia the boy on the 
fireman's shoulder. That child's eye Is the gi'andest thing 
Millais ever did. The little feUow has just been snatched 
fi-om SI fearful deatb, and the fierce flame yet glai-es on Ima 
its burning ciimson. But it is not teiTor that reigns in his 
face. He does not, lite the younger children, stretch and 
shriek towards his mother. That mighty ghire has caught 
him, not with its teiTor hut with its sublinuty. He gazes 
on it, in awe and wonder, fascinated by ite maddened 
beauty. The soul of the man, with all its regal suprem- 
acy over nature, is in his lit eye ; that supremacy, in 
vii-tue of which man can abstract every phenomenon 
from its effects, and behold it in itself; causing the tem- 
pest to play before him like a beautiful wild beast, and 
gazing into the eye of the lightning imtil he has mastered 
the secret of its beauty. The younger children will forget 
the whole incident in a few months or years: but when 
that boy's eye is dim, and the snows of eighty years are 
gathering over that fidr brow, his grand-childi-en will leam 
from his lips, in minute detail, every drcumstance and 
every aspect of that tremendous fire. If there is nothing 
but reaUsm in this picture of Mr. Millais, it is realism of 
a very valuable sort. 

Biit let us now bid fiirewell to the pre-Raphaelites. There 
are one or two young men, who work npon pi-inciples 
closely allied to those of the brotherhood, — if not, m- 
deed, identical with these,— but whose genios seems to 
me, in cert^n important r^peets, higher, and whose 
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picturea are totally free of crudity, affectation, or sin- 
gularity. At the head of these, I set the young Scotch 
]>!unteis Noel Patoii. Very high in their ranks are Mr. 
AYallis and Mr. J. C. Hook. The two former paint with 
an accarauy and univei-sality strictly pre-Raphaelite ; but 
their sense of lieauty is so exqaisite that when you behold 
its resiilta you feel conatrained to ask ivliether Mr. Mil- 
Isua has a apeoial sense of ugliness. If the old theoiy of 
generalization receives a support it by no means merit'! 
from the frequent lack of power, among the pre-Raphael- 
ites expressly so called, to impart to tlieir pictm-es any 
centralizing interest, it is irrecoverably overthi-own by the 
absolute and unifoi-m finish, combined with perfect unity, 
of Paton and Wallis. Sorm by Paton is the chief poem- 
picture caUed forth by the Russian war. It has the beauty 
of truth, that beauty which, wlien reached, seems so plain, 
obvious, easy of attainment, but which, even in so simple a 
case as this, demands, if not strict imi^inative intuition, 
yet so rare a variety and harmony of powers, so delicately 
yet accm-ately attuned a sympathy ivith human emotion, so 
true a sense of patlios, so exquisite a capacity for perceiv- 
ing the hoe, invisible to a thousand eyes, which marks off, 
on all sides, the tender, the graceful, the beautiful, from 
everything coarse, forced, or glaring, that it is difficult to 
name it othei-wiae than with the name of genius. The 
soldier has anived in the heat of the day, wounded, weary, 
footsore, has walked into his little cottage, and sunk on a 
chair. His wife had been sitting beside the cradle of her 
child, engaged partly in sewing, partly in inspecting cer- 
tain letters, preserved m that casket, the most preciou.'^, 
doubt it not, in the dwelling, which stands npon the table. 
She had been musing once more njwn him who was away, 
her eye now filling in anxious solicitude, now brightcninp- 
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in cleliciona hope, now resting in coiinubia! joy and pndo 
on the letter in her Jiand ; — and ho wns far away. Then, 
suddenly, he entered and sank upon the chiur. She spake 
not a word, but, kneeling doivn, laid her head oh his breast 
and strained him to her heart of hearts. Hts mother 
meanwhile, resigning him to his wife, had drooped her 
head over his chair, her face unseen, but the teara fall- 
ing. The soldier gazed downward on the face of liis wife, 
in a silent rapture of manly tenderness, of perfect love. 
Such was the story the painter chose to tell, and this 
the moment which, as the most impressive, he fixed upon 
to reveal the whole. Every heart acknowledges his 
power. 

Smith. Is not the CKprewsion on the face of the wife 
too negative, too sleep-like ? Ton do not see any emotion 
through her eyehds, though she has closed them over balls 
throbbing like fire. 

Thorn. I agi-ee with you. I think that, in any case of 
emotion so powerful, the fiice would needs show more vivid 
trace of it. But I have heard it maintained that the 
slumbering look of the fiice ia accurately true, expressive 
of a feeling which is satisfied, which no longer goes out- 
ward, but gathers itself up in the heart. Perliaps this is 
the more delicately penetrative criticism, but I cannot 
repel a suspicion that Mr. Paton told his lay figure to 
close her eyes, and forgot himself into painting what he 
saw. Millais in the same way painted a girl with her eyes 
shut for a blind girl, giving that equable radiance of expres- 
sion ov«r the whole fe«e which belongs only to the entire 
complement of the senses, and of course not painting a 
blind girl at all. Tliis is one of tlie minor dangers of pre- 
Raphaelitisui, but one into which such painters ougiit surely 
not to have fallen. 
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You have seen Paton'a Quarrd and Reconciliation of 
OberoH and Titania from Midsi\inmer Night's Dream? 

Smith. Yes. They are oharaeterized by gi-eat spirit 
and vivacity, delightful in fancy, masterly in execution, but 
not comparable for a moment with the bit of real life at 
which we have been looking. He has on one occasion 
failed, — ambitiously, powei-fuily, as only a strong man fails, 
yet indubitably. His fer-famed picture, The Pursuit of 
Pleasure, \s a faUure. The subject was one of surpassing 
difficulty, to be sncoessfiiHy treated only by the highest 
imaginative energy, and it does not perceptibly detract 
from the promise of a yormg artist that it baffled him. 
The idea on which the picture is founded is the common- 
place, that all men follow ailer pleasure, each seeking it in 
some particular manner, and each finding it a delusion. 
The triteness of the thought did not in the least affect the 
possibihty of original treatment. It ia a commonplace 
tnith that Tvar is replete with horrors and that peace 
brings joy and plenty; but the picture by Uubcns, in 
which this truth is embodied, is by no means commonplace. 
Treatment -will redeem any subject. But Mr. Paton's 
treatment is in-edeemably bad. In the immediate fore- 
ground yoa behold a motley group of pleasure seekers, — 
the warrior, the miser, the rake, and so on, women 
mingling in the throng. Each of these, let it be granted, 
is finely conceived and painted. Before the group, there 
floats in the air, life-size or neai-ly so, rich in color, and 
with a leering expression, a golden-haired female figure, 
almost entirely nude. Lured by her -witching smile, that 
motley group follows on heedless toivards dark spaces of 
ocean. Over the whole, afiu- in the sky, is seen the Shadow 
of Death, elond-Iike and ghastly, — a powerful thought, 
suggested, I should think, perhaps unconsciousiy, by tlie 
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genius of David Seott. Omitting all conaderation of 
detwl, tlie qtieation as to whether the picture ia a faihrre 
or not resolves itself into tliis other, Has the painter 
succeeded in bodying forth the unity in vanety, and the 
vaiiety in unity, of the universal pursuit of pleasure? Has 
he, on his canvas, given local habitation and name to that 
mystic something, which allures all yet seems diifevent to 
each ? To this question I answer. He has not. To ninety- 
uiiie out of evciy hundred, for one thing, his figure of 
pleasure would suggest only sensual pleasure; and the 
power of that figure to allure the gambler and miser would 
be simply a negation or a puzzle. Ewt even this feet is not 
necessary to my case. Be it that sensual pleasure is not 
solely indicated by the allui-ing maiden. If any chai-acter- 
istie can be named, in virtue of which her influence ujDon 
her followers can vary in each case, the painter has, I 
acknowledge, attained his end. But after the most candid 
and careful exercise of judgment, I cannot discover any 
kind of varying identity in the figure ; and I am absolutely 
satisfied that none such exists. Therefore the painting is 
an explicit failure. 

Thom. How could the idea have been better cm- 
bodied? 

Smith. You M'e very well aware that such a question, 
if intended to invalidate an advei'se criticism, is weak and 
futile. The critic does not profess to be a pMnter or a 
poet ; the question he has first of all to discuss is how the 
thing is done, not wherefore the ai'tist has fiiiled in doing 
it. But I do not scruple to assei-t that, in the present 
instance, certain sources of suggestion are patent to all, by 
duly availing ourselves of which, we may secure one or 
two important hints as to how Mr. Paton might have 
modified his treatment. The idea is one which has been 
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from the earliest times amiliav to the intellect and imagins. 
tioii of the race. Poetry has vaiaonsly shadowed it forth. 
How did the aDolonts represent it » I cannot but wonder 
that Mr. Paton did not find a snggestion in the marvellonsly 
true yet marvellously beautiful myth of the Syrens. The 
sisters sat at the mouth of then' sea-side cave, half hidden 
in its twilight shade, clearly discernible by the eye of no 
traveller. There they sung their witching song. It waa 
heard on the ocean by the voyager, mmgling its deep tone 
with the waves, mystic, indelinable, irresistible. To every 
listener, that mnsic told a different tale. The lover heard 
in it the voice of his mistress. To the warrior, it was the ' 
promise of glory and fame. To the miser, it brought 
visions of treasures untold. To all it came with irresistible 
potency. Turning at once to our own times, do we not 
natm-ally pictm-e to ourselves the allurement of fancied joy 
m some vague, half^ieiiued manner, the enchantment of 
distance, the shadows of mystery, entering mto the concep- 
tion? "The curtain of existence," says Carlyle, speaking 
of Burns, "was slowly rising before him in many^olored 
splendor and gloom." Do not the words superbly express 
the idea generally formed of those wavering, varying tints, 
which lure every one on in the name of happiness? Or 
are we not apt to think of promised joy as a vagne illu- 
mination on the horizon, seeming to grow on the sight, yet 
ever receding, ever disappointing? Or, once more, is not 
pleasure thought of as « rainbow, followed by children, 
never yet caught by any child? In one word, indtjnill 
nesB is tlie never.failmg characteristic of aU attempts 
naturally made to represent the attraction of pleasure. 
Had we caught sight, dimly through veiling olouds and 
m the distance, of some fiir maiden, striking a harp; or 
had some indistinct, mysterious illumination been seen 
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gleaming over the further waves; we could have syrapa- 
thizecl with each figure in Mr. Paton's eager group. Bat 
his Syi'SQ has come to look us in the face, and hy so doing 
her spetl has been forever broken. 

Thorn. The public sentiment coincided with your view 
of The Pursuit of Pleasure. I earnestly hope, for the 
sake both of Mr. Paton and hia countiy, that he will not 
learn to despise public opinion on such matters. His Some 
has awakened no feeling of disappointment in the multitude, 
who, be assured, differ from connoisseurs in this, as much 
as in other things, that they hke better to pi-aise than to 
censure. If, moreover, they are not apt to censure, still 
less hkely are they to fawn or flatter, wliich a cotei-ie of 
■ friends and of friendly connoisseura always do. Were I a 
poet or painter, I might not wish for new ' imagination, 
melodiousncHs, or success; but I should wish Mid pray- 
that I might not fall under the enervating, the humiliating 
inflnence of a cii'cle of blinded admirers. The poet or 
piunter who Imows the grand secret that man's honor and 
blessedness hero below consist not in being prsused for his 
powers but in getting that work out of them, to the utmost, 
which God has fitted them to perform, will desire to go 
ont, as fiir aa is possible, a mere voice ,or presence, into the 
wide atmosphere of the world, with its tracing winds, its 
ready thunders, and its benignant glory of calm. 

Smith. As I have spoken of what, as an express and 
demonstrable failure, may be pronounced irith some con- 
fidence one of Mr, Paton's worst pictui'es, I shall now turn 
to what may with equal confidence be pronounced his best. 
The picture to which I refer might be vaiiously named. 
A lady has just expired. A watcher bends over that face 
from which tlio majesty of death has not yet ohliterntcd 
the amUe of n'omanly farewell. The corpse lies by an open 
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casement, and, beyond, ia tlie saintly calm of a summer 
night. From tlie dim mountiun-horizon etreama iipwai-ds 
silently towards the zenith, that suffusion of fail-, faint 
radiance, which is, through the ii'liole summer ni^Iit, a 
pn>lDhecy of summer dawn. Never painter, one had almost 
said never poet, blended so many great Bileuces into one 
ecatacy of repose. Night, death, and soitow make up the 
awful calm. A star twinkling in tliat sky would break the 
perfect rest. The moon must not walk in brightness there. 
That veil of fiiiut daivn-radiance shuts out the gaze of moon 
and stars, and only the eyes of human love look on the fees 
of the dead. Tlie lamp has gone out in the chamber; its 
hist pale smoke-wreath curls gently npn-ai-d in the still 
air. — I shall not say of the pamter of such a picture that ' 
there is nothing in the highest province of poetic painting 
which he may not attempt ; it were a superfluous remark 
m reference to a man who has already produced a master- 
piece in the very highest department of Ait. No theme is 
more august or Bublime than that of death. Around it 
g.ithers all that is darkest in human woe, and brightest in 
human hope. It ia a cipher of the my.«toiy of human ex- 
istence. And 5Ir. Pjton has spread over it the solemnity 
of night, and touched it with the glory of dawn, falhng on 
it from ai;tr. In the bowed foi-m of the watcher beside 
the pale corpse, we see that human weakness- which faints 
under the mighty shadow; but yonder radiance reminds 
us of a victory beyond death, of the breaking of a resur- 
]-cction niotn, of the angela now welcoming the human 
spiiit which has fled. 

TAom. To offer advice to a painter like Mr. Paton, to 
declare dogmatically in what province he may best exercise 
his genius, would be presumptuous. But one may be par- 
doned for saying how, irith his own bounded means of 
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judging, he would like to see Mr. Paton exerting his powers. 
It seems, then, to me, that ho might find a peculiarly suitable 
sphere in certain departments of religious painting. The 
highest note of a man's fame is not genci-ally struck nntil he 
has himself passed away. It is in the far distance that 
the gi'eat mind " orbs into the perfect star." It would 
probably he thought incomparably absurd to name the 
genius of Paton along with that of Raphael. Yet I cannot 
but feel that, allowing for any difference in degree, the 
powei's of the former are in some sense akin to those of the 
latter. I am strongly impressed ivith the conviction, that 
no living painter ia so well qualified as Paton to realize 
for us, if human skill can in any measm'e realize, those 
moments in the history of our Saviom-, when the mildness, 
the tenderness, the sorrow, of the human hearts and iaoea 
round hira, were eo touched and in-adiated by his presence, 
that tlie whole scene seems to appertain to some region, if 
not all of heaven, yet siii-ely not solely of earth. If any 
man eoukl paint for us the eyes of Mary, "homes of silent 
prayer," resting on Him who had called Lazarus from the 
grave, I think it could be done by Mr. Paton. If any 
man could bring to canvas even a faint suggestion of that 
Divine tenderness, with which the dying Lord committed 
his earthly mother to the cai'C of John, I believe it would 
be he. Only I am by no means prepared to mdntain that 
such subjects could possibly be so treated in painting as 
not to disturb and degrade the ideal of them which dwells 
in the imagination of the devout Christian. 

Sinith. I also might be well pleased to see Paton taking 
the shoes fi-om his feet and entering such holy gi-ound. 
Meantime it is well that his genius frequents such lowly 
paths, as, while leading, perhaps best of al!, to the highest 
ideal, secm-e his mind perfectly fi'om extravagance and 
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Let him paint such pure and perfect color- 
lyrics as Home, let him breatlie into simple joys and 
Borrows, over peasant Bwes and into cottage interiors, the 
immortality of beauty, and not only will he touch chords 
to which the heart of humanity must vibrate, but will find ■ 
for his own genius a wholesome and precious aliment. 

Thorn. Have you remarked how completely Paton's 
paintings refute tliat old generalization theory ? Is there 
a generalized hair's-breadth in his picture of Death and 
Night ? Is not the casement painted to its last stone ? 
Has not the brash lingered on each fihunent in that famt, 
dymg wreath of himp-emoke? Yet has not the artist 
proved himself capable of dispensing with the base min- 
istry of imperfection and slovenliness ? Have not, on tlie 
contrary, all the details of the picture been compelled to 
do service and homf^e to that mighty thought, to that 
mastering emotion, which his genius set in its central and 
undisputed throne ? Perfect unity and perfect finish. 

Smith. If that miserable fellacy required one other 
death-blow, it would receive it in this picture by Mr. 
Wallis — who stands, I suppose, next to Paton among 
those who act on the pre-Raphaeiite principle, without fall- 
ing into the pro-IJaphaelite grotesqueness, mawkishness, or 
aO'ectation. The I>eath of Chatterton is a subject worthy 
of the highest ambition, and requiring commanding pow- 
ers. Mr. Wallis has attempted it and not failed. Chatter- 
ton lies before us on his humble truckle-bed, m his squalid 
garret. The fii-st glimpse of dawn sheds a drear and 
slumbrous light, of iaint cowsliiJ-yellow and fainter rose, 
over the dLstant dome of St. Paul's. The wuidow is half 
open, and on the sill is one rose-bush. A rose, a solitaiy 
one, had burst suddenly into full bloom, bnt then broke 
its slender stalk, and now hangs its head, the petals fell- 
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ing one by one. Chatterton lies on the bod, his fti'I 
auburn locks falling over the coverlid, his relaxed ai-m 
holding the phial di'ooped to the floor, hia face pale and 
rigid in death. Hia form and posture express simply the 
awflilness, the silence, the might of death. There is in 
the feoe no trimnph over the last enemy; nor is there 
lingering anguish as of the final conflict ; nor do feai- and 
horror east their shadow over it. It is the calm siuTen- 
der of despaii- ; " Death, thou hast conquered ! " 

Thorn. Mr. Wallia has prodticed a noble picture ; dc- 
sei-ving, it may be, of Mr. Ruskin's expression of applause, 
" fiiultless and marvellous," But there was one thing which 
transcended even this picture, indubitably, immeasurably 
transcended it ; — the bare &ct itself. There is in the -work 
of Art before ns a certain beauty on which the eye can rest 
■with pleasure. Part of the dress of Chatterton is of a rich, 
lovely paqile ; and other touches of color about the picture 
complete the sweet harmony of ivhich this is the central 
chord. Mr, Wallis haa permitted himself a certain ideal- 
izing license ; he has piud a modicum of deference to 
the taste of the pubhc, to the delicacy of iastidious eyes. 
But ivhen death smiled from beneath his grisly crown upon 
the dead Chatterton, there was no dallying with cultured 
eenaibilities, no tender refinement of idealization. The boy 
staggered upstaira that evening, haggard, squalid, hunger- 
Htiieken. Had Mr. 'Wallis dared to give the mgged fact, 
we should have seen those cheeks sunken and livid, that 
flesit clinging to the bones with the clasp of stai'vation. 
In all Enghmd, that evenmg, there was no boy of seven- 
teen dowered with feculties so princely as those of Chatter- 
ton. And he knew it 1 Yes : that was the most seai'ching 
elcmonfc in his agony. His critical capacity was developed 
as fully as his poetical. He knew not only his right to 
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literary distinction, bnt hia power, if he wore but once 
Ifnown, infiiJlibiy to secure it. He longed, he yearned, to 
live. But a week or two before, he had written a boastful 
letter to his mother and sister, fiiU of hope and courage. 
He had sent them also a few cheap presents, confident that 
they would be followed by others of a veiy different soi-t. 
But hunger overtook him : sheer starvation dug a grave 
before his eyes. He did not need much. One loaf per 
Week, bought stale that it might last the longer, was, with 
water, all he needed. But that was denied him. So, ia 
the strength of despair and madness, he ended his tor- 
ment, preferring instant rest within the jaws of darkness, 
to that agonized flutter by which he strove vainly to resist 
the deadly fascination. No soft, sweet colors met the eyes 
that first looked upon him next morning ; only threadbare 
ghastiiuesa and squalor. Death, that night, was in hia 
coarsest mood, and had an-anged no picturesque effects. 
Read the simple detail of Chatteiton's life and death aa 
^ven in his biography by Mr. David Masson, and you 
will, I think, allow that, whatever Mr. Wallis has attained, 
he has not realized the stem iact. 

iSmilA. But we havo wandered from the circumstance 
which first attracted us to this picture. Observe how 
minute the psunting is. You have the wavering of the 
light on the rose-petals, you have every crease In the bed- 
cover-, every chink in the garret wall. Would we have 
felt more for Chattei-ton if the dome of St. Paul's had 
been a blot of black paint and the walls of the cottage 
random sweeps of brown? 

Thorn. J. C, Hook is worthy to be mentioned with 
Wallia and Paton. Of him much may be expected, for 
he is one of those men who have really a great deal to 
say. His Finding of Moses is a beautiful and origmal 
picture. Perhaps for the first tune in the histoiy of Art 
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the true key-note in that incident, the strongest, purest, 
noblest tone of hanian emotion it affords, is struck. It 
■waa no doubt a grand sight, for any eyes which that 
morning beheld it, to see the Princess of Egypt, in glit- 
ter of jewels and stateliness of fine linen, surrounded by 
her maidens, proceeding to the river to bathe, or looking 
down upon the babe found among the buli-ushes. But 
thei-e vraa a heart near, whose palpitations expressed an 
emotion, to which any feeling m the breast of Pharaoh's 
daughter was a faint, fleeting tenderness, a slight womanly 
interest. A mother's heart was beating near, the heart 
of the mother of that child. And since the destiniea of 
mankind hung upon the fete of that little boy, ance Chi-is- 
tendom lay folded in that frail ci-adle, a Divine hand led a 
little girl, standing by, up to Pharaoh's daughter, to offer 
to fetch a nurse for the child. The mother came. She 
took her boy into her ai-ms, crushing down in her breast 
the teai-s of joy which forced themselves to her eyes with 
the importunity of anguish. Then she turned from the 
king's daughter, and clasping her babe to her breast, up- 
lifted her streaming eyes to the God of Abraham, in gi-ati- 
tude unutterable. At that moment, the sublimity of the 
incident rea^died its climax; and that is the moment fixed 
upon by Mr. Hook. You see the mother in the foreground 
in the attitude described. In the backgi-ound, not nnseen 
but occupying only their natural station of importance, are 
the Princess and her m^dens. The mind in which this 
picture originated must be gifted with no ordinaiy meas- 
ure of power, emotional and intellectual. 

Smith. Mr. Hook has not, to my knowledge, painted 
any other picture comparable to this. His more ordinary 
walk is quiet, homely fife. In this department his feelmg 
is so true that had he adopted the medium of words in- 
stead of coloi-s, he could not have fiiiled to secure an abid- 
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ing if not a soimding popnlai^ty, aa a poet of the affections. 
Obsei-ve tliis simple pictui'e. Had you passed tLe cottage 
and happened to note the little incident Mr. Hook records, 
it woKld probably have had power, slight as it is, to biing 
a tear into your eye. The boat has airived, aad the tired 
fisherman goes up the steep stone stops, leading fi-om the 
beach to his dwelling. His wife has come out to meet and 
gi-eet him. And how does her womanly, wifely mstinct 
instraet her to give hmi the welcome that most will wai-m 
hia heart ? She brings out their child, just beginning, aa 
the Scotch say, to "toddle," and pushes it gently before 
her on the stejis. The little fellow has a timorous look, 
as if never before trusted so fer from his mother's aims. 
The eyes of father and mother meet on him in one har- 
mony of love. All this is doubtless very plain, very- 
ordinary. Tet does not your heart beai- witness to the 
power of the picture ? Such men aa Mr. Hook and Cal- 
cott Horsley — whose feeling is at times, I tliink, still 
more exquisite — must exercise a genisJ, salutary influence, 
at a time when Art is beginning really to lay a finger on 
the public heai-t. 

Thorn. By the bye, are we to omit Burd Selen by W. 
L. Windus ? He is, indeed, an express pre-Kaphaehte, and 
we have bidden adieu to such ; but the laws of conversa- 
tion permit ua to double on our steps, and if any pre- 
Raphaelite is worth turning back for, he is Mr. Windus. 
The Hues from the old Scotch ballad by which the punter 
explains his picture tell its story touchingly and well. 

"Lord John he rodo, Burd Helen ran, 
A live-lang simmer's day; 
Until they cam' to Clyde wafer. 
Was Med frae bank to brao. 
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' Seest thou yon water, Helen,' said he, 
' That flows from bank to brim ? ' 

'I trust to Cod, Lord John,' she said, 
' You ne'er will see me swim.' " 



Tte girl clings to the stirrup leather with one hfind, press- 
ing the other to her side with a look of utter wearines.? 
and desolation. Lord Eonald looks down in stony heavt- 
lessness. The river flows before, and the ashy gray of an 
evening sky roofs the lone moorland. There is a fringe 
of ghostly trees on the sky-line. All this is true, and 
deeply imaginative. But I cannot think that the feaifiii 
character of the incident is hrought out with perfectly suf- 
ficing power. At that time of the evening, the flanks of 
the horse would have been flecked with foam; all the 
jaunty pride, with which he pranced and curvetted in the 
morning, would have been broken with fetigne : but here 
he steps daintily along, as if setting out on his journey, 
no suggestion of weakness or weaiiness about him. In the 
face of the rider, too, it may at least be asked whether 
there is the determination necessary for the deed. Must 
not such cruelty have been " stubborned with iron ? " 
This man looks piqued, provoked, petulant. His features, 
though blunt and base, are small. He is the image of 
spite, of meanness, of petty malevolence, not of such 
iiendish and inflexible cruelty as seems necessaiy for deeds 
iike his or lago's. We shall not, however, he dogmatic 
cm this point. I am not sm-e that attainment in crime, 
tliat mastei-ship in iniquity, writes ifeelf even in a clouded 
form of those big bones and massive brows which denote 
strength of character. It is perhaps with feebleness of 
cliaracter, with uicapacity to resist any suggestion of the 
f.esh or the devil, with total and enei-vating absence of sym- 
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pathy with good, tliat colossal abOity to commit cruelty 
best consists. It may be that wo gratuitously postulate, 
ill the soul of the utter villain, some such powers and feel- 
ings as, in om- own, would have struggled with advancing 
depravity a,nd gone down only after a fierce wrestle. It 
would have required a giajit strength of will in most men 
never to have winced during the protracted agonies of 
Cook the victim of Palmer, — never to have flinched 
fhi-ough the whole execution of that diabcJic purpose. 
Yet the face of Palmer gave no indication of natm-al 
strength of character. It had no strong, noble bones. 
It was suifused with a foul dinginess of sensuality, and 
had no look even of dogged resolution. It bad, now that 
I think of it, a distant generic resemblance to the face of 
Lord John in Mr. Windus's picture. Perhaps, therefore, 
the deliberate dioice of the artist was truer tlian my hasty 
impres^on. 

Smith. The day is westering, and yet we have even 
glanced at vei-y little in the wide Idngdom of Art. I fear 
we must leave the greater pai-t, until that promised day, 
when we are to have you at the old place, and you and 
I shall have another chat on our fevorite subject, with 
mountains, clouds, and brooks for reference. 

Thorn. That is a pleasant prospect; we have indeed 
much to talk of. Only a few ai'tists have passed in review 
before us. But we have not altogether en-ed in fixing 
our regards mainly on the prospective phases of Art, on 
the youthful and the promising. It is more important to 
know and hail the new than to linger about the old, 
whether to build over it a mausoleum or to pronounce 
on it a solemn anathema. We need not pai-t, however, 
without saying a word or two about some of those paint- 
ers who bulk more largely in the world's eye than those 
23* 
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■we have mentioned, and whom general consent would set 
,it the head of the contemporary British school. 

In the treatment of marine subjects, as was allowed even 
by the somewhat ungenerous savans of the French Expo- 
sition, we stand supreme ; and the first of living mai'ine 
painters is Clai-kson Stanfield, The Abandoned is a good 
example of his work. The scene is the " deep mid-ocean," 
no shore, no rock in sight. The weai-ied, mastiess vessel 
has Iain down like a spent animal after the shock of the 
last sea, when she is met by another fierce, massy buffet, 
the furious billow dashing once more over her timbers in 
wild, flying, filmy foam, Tlie sky is broken in the midst, 
and a burst of white light streams down, pouring along 
the ti'ough of the sea, and whitening every tos^g wave- 
let, on the broad ba^ks of the swells. That light will soon 
pass away ; for to windwai'd, a cloud, still blackei- than 
those arotmd the vessel, comes drifting swiftly on. Be- 
neath the edges of that cloud, the livid waves spring, and 
writhe, and dance, in the mad music of the wind. Soon 
the canopy of a new storm will shroud the doomed ship 
in deeper night ; and away she will roll, tossed from valley 
to valley by the might of the sea, borne into the remote 
solitudes of ocean never to return. The picture is one of 
genius and power, Stanfield is your true man to paint a 
wave. He knows it in all its freaks of motion, in all its 
wild play of glistening, wavering, flashing light. He has 
^vatched it in the fair, racing breeze, in the vexed chop- 
ping sea, where tides and wmds contend, and under the 
murky tempest, when it gathera itself into a huge billow, 
fronting the blast like an angry brow, corrugated in agony 
and rage. 

Smith. The genius of Collins seems to have been more 
pensive, and it may be less dai'ing, than that of Stanfield, 
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In the rendering of far, faint horizons, and bleak, sandy 
flats of shore, I suppose he stands wholly unequalled. I 
could name no paintings which bear you so completely to 
the scenes they represent. The salt breeze ooola your fore- 
head ; you shiver sympatheticaUy with the fisheman, toil- 
ing along between wave and bent. 

Cooke must surely be a substantia], hearty man, enjoying 
life, and going at his work with a will. Hia most generally 
chosen subjects, indeed, are rather of a quiet than a stir- 
ring character. He loves to pamt boats with sails fiiiatly 
flapping over slumbering seas, above which his clouds, per- 
meated with that soft pale-yellow radiance of his, ai-e a true 
and fitting drapery. But he can paint a strong gale, as 
well as a glassy sea. Observe this scene on the Adriatic; 
Chioggian fishing vessels, ttc, running into the lagitne of 
Venice, on the a^rroaeh of a borasco or violent squall. 
Ton remai-k Cooke's characteristic orange on the broad sail 
of that big, bright boat, boundmg like a sea-monster in 
fi-ont. How the thing of Ufe leaps into that wave, kving 
her shoulders with the sheeted foam as the sea comes gal- 
loping like a race-horse from the left I She positively 
stands out from the sky amid the storm clouds. It was 
a sweeping and strong hand, I think, too, a joyous one, 
which painted that boat. Tlie picture makes you hold 
your breath. 

Thorn. Sir Edwm Landseer is the most popular living 
painter. Ills subjects are not the highest, yet I cannot find 
it in my heart to grudge him his pre-eminence. He stands 
apart from all animal pamters. If Turner can be alleged to 
have differed fi-om other landscapists, by embraemg in the 
comprehensiveness of his love and power aU the moods of 
nature, while they dwelt on particular a.spects, still more 
expressly may it be said of Landseer that he differe from 
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all animal psaiiters, in having imparted to Ms own subject a 
breadth and dignity absolutely unexampled. He has thrown 
over the animal world the light of htiman association, a 
task hard to perform, but which he has accomplished with 
incomparable felicity. In bare realism, there may be one or 
two departments in which he has been eqaalled, I shall not 
say surpassed ; but wherever his supremacy as an animal 
painter may be disputed by another, the disputed glory ia 
not, I think, worth contending for. The ferocity, terror, 
rage, and pain, of animal life, were perhaps never conveyed 
as by Snydera. But his pictures can be profitable only in 
such a manner as gladiatoiial shows or prize fights might 
be profitable ; and can be vindicated only by such lallacies 
as might be urged in order to screen these from a just con- 
demnation. I cannot look upon a group of bears and dogs 
rending each other, fi-om the hand of Snyders, without 
being sensible that the man possessed obsei-vation to pierce, 
memory to seize, and a conqaering power of execution. 
Grant that I find a ceitam lesson in the earnestness with 
which he must have devoted himself to his task, a certain 
encouragement in his mai-vellous success. Aa much as this 
can be said in favov of the moral advantage derived from 
him who, after his fight of an hour and twenty minutes, 
his one remaining eye starting bloodshot from his head, 
scarcely, for utter exhaustion, hears the shouts that h^l his 
victory. The didactic uses of Snyders are perhaps as great 
aa tliose of Ben Caunt or Harry Broom. But the sm of 
palliating the misuse of power by the veiy circumstance 
which lenda that sin its aggravation, by the exceDence of 
the gifts debased, has prevailed too widely in these hero- 
woi'shipping days. The time, I trast, will soon arrive, 
when Art shall disclaim, indignantly and forever, the base 
privilege of perpetuating what ought to be forgotten, and 
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bringing into light wliat decent nature rails in darknesB. 
Complete and happy sympathy with what there is of idea 
or feehng in the pictures of Snyders would imply a gross, a 
ferocious, a brutish nature ; and, since distempered tastes 
are known to grow by what they feed on, all such pictarea 
ought to be rejected unmercifully and with scorn. Let 
it be mentioned to Landseer's real honor, that he cannot 
dispute with Snydera his tarnished crown. A total exemp- 
tion ii-om blame cannot, indeed, be claimed for him. Once 
or twice he has fallen into the eiTor of painting the base 
and revolting in animal life. No humane man could for a 
moment look upon the writhmgs of a transfixed otter, with- 
out pity, shame, horror; and no painter ought to have 
pandered to the degraded tastes which couJd enjoy such a 
spectacle. But that was almost a solitary instance. The 
sound feeling of the multitude, which conferred popularity 
upon Landseer, warned him that such pictures were essen- 
tially wrong. In the ovei-whelming majority of cases, he has 
fallen into no such error. On the contraiy, he has, as I 
said, shed over animal life an exquisite and novel illumma- 
tion, poetical in a high sense, and partakmg of countless 
delicate elements of humor, of pathos, of vivaeity, of 
miithlulness, I do n't know whetlier any pictorial critic, of 
the small, nibblmg, pedantic order, has ever happened to 
hy down the Hmits of motive and expression, withm whicli 
the animal painter ought to confine himself. It would be 
pleasant to compare the result with what Landseer has 
done, to note how and how often genius had overleaped the 
stakes of mediocrity. Landseer's animals are, with the 
possible exception I have noted, more like nature's animals 
than any ever pamted. Yet he contrives, while painting 
them, to touch with cimning hand a thousand cJiords of 
human sympathy, glancing with delicate satire at hnmau 
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foible, and gracefully suggesting the more deep and tender 
human emotions. Since, moreover, he is professedly an 
animal psunter, no more would have been strictly demanded 
in hia backgronnds than is given in those of Snydei-s or 
Hondekoeter. But he has scorned to avail himself of any 
such indulgence. He has given the solitude of the Arctic 
night, the sweep of the searhorizon, and, above all, effects 
of mountain mist, in a manner which entitle him to high 
consideration among landscape painters. In power and 
range of expression, once more, while still strictly within his 
own pi-ovince, he has surpassed not only aU animal paintere, 
but all prose and poetic 6,bnlist3. I remember no exception 
to the rule, that when writers have desired to draw any 
lesson from animal life, they have assumed a jocular, serio- 
comic tone. But Landeeer'eiWyAi and Jt?bnw'«f7 create no 
trivial emotions, make no appeal to the risible faculties. 

The drear moonlight shivera through the storm, drifting 
along the lake, and all the mountains ai'e wrapped in gloom. 
In the foreground, you see two stags in contest. Land- 
seer's utmost power is here displayed; in the knotted 
sinews, entangled horns, and bloodshot eyes, of the animals, 
you have perfect expression of a i-age stronger than anguish 
or death. Tins is Night. Turn to the companion pictm-e. 
Morning has brought perfect peace. The lake, still as glass, 
watches for the firet cloud to rise like a smile on the fair 
faee of the sky. The mountains stand silent and beautiful, 
in the i-uddy dawn. The noble stags are rigid in death, 
then- limbs m the unyielding posture of theii- last gi-apple. 
And, see there, creeping np the hill, now almost touching 
the booty, with a look of archness, of cunning, of pure, 
approving satisfection, which Landseer alone could have 
painted, the hill fox approaches his prey. The mountain 
eagle, too, is winging his way across the lake, snuffing the 
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feast. And thus the monarchs of the waste have ended 
theii- mortal duel ! Never, in prose or rhyme, was the 
story so grandly told. It is iable become epic. 

Consider, agsun, his JBgfdand Mi/rses, dedicated to Miss 
Nightmgale. This is the second poem-picture called forth 
by the Russian War, The wouuded stag has retired to die 
on the highest and loneliest crag, curtained by the mist. 
Two hinds bend over him and lick his wound. On the rock 
beside, are one or two mountain birds. Such a scene is 
probably impossible in animal bfe, yet who will say where 
Ihe superadded expression, eepai-ating them from tlie animal 
world, becomes visible in those life-like hinds ? The pathos 
of the picture cannot but be felt. 

It will be as an animal painter that Landseer is remem- 
bered. Yet I am assured that he would have succeeded if 
he had devoted himself exclusively to such high ideal paint- 
ing as he has once or twice attempted. His Peace aaid 
War might alone support a reputation in this kind. War 
is all narrownras, gloom, horror. The steed and rider He 
ghastly at the foot of the rampart, tlie fierce flames of the 
cannon flashing through the thick smoke around. Peoceia 
all spaciousness, serenity, blessedness. The unfathomable 
blue of the sky, the broad, smiling ocean, the wide sweeps 
of sunny award, these are themselves magnificent in con- 
ception, as a contrast to the walled up darkness of war. 
Then there is the bright gi-assover the sea; the lamb crops 
the gi-een blade that has grown in the mouth of the rusty 
cannon ; a few glad children sport in front ; and there ia no 
question to agitate the mind, more serious than the solution 
of the thread-puzale on the child's hands. 

Smith. Shall we pretend to have had a conversation 
upon the aspects of Art in Great Britain, yet pass by WO- 
liam Mailord Turner? I have so fei- shaken off my 
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despicable bashfulness, that I shall venture to say a wori3 
or two of that gi'eat artist, and with them let this desultory 
chat, which to me at least has been pleasant, eome to a 
close. 

A complete or final idea of the charaoter and aehieve- 
ments of Turner's genius I cannot profess to have formed. 
Bat I have had somewhat uncommon opportunities of 
observing his pictures, and have examined innumerable 
engravings from his works. I can say with decision, that I 
have discerned certain lineaments, vague yet unmistakable, 
of a gigantic mind, great in its ^mplicity, in its massiveness, 
in its sweep of comprehension, in its concentration of 
energy. Turner had none of your perked and paltry origi- 
nalities about him. Hia power of plagiarism was as mag- 
nificent aa Shakspeare's, Goothc'a, or Carlyle's, lEs real 
originality was no more doubtful than tlieirs. " He who 
has really caught the mantle of the prophet, is the last man 
to imitate his walk : " and he who catches the mantle, 
without imitating the gait, is the true originaJ. Turner 
was the most earnest of scholai's; he reminds you contin- 
ually of other painters ; but what he found brick, he left 
marble, Aa a realist, his grasp was irresistible, and will not 
now bo questioned. But it is my deliberate opinion that as 
a poet he was more wonderful than aa a realist. Ho ren- 
dered mountains and skies, forests and streams, as they had 
never previously been rendered. Eveiy bone in the frames 
of the reclining giants whose weight steadies the earth, 
every wrinkle on their brows, every gleam of light upon 
their craggy foreheads, he brought out with solitary power. 
The springing also of the bough and the sinewy strength 
of the stem, the wayward gi-ace of the liver and boiling 
torrent foam, the hot haze, swooning over the distances of 
mid-summer, the scenery of the upper heavens, the lurid or 
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fiery red of stormy sunset, all were Timier's own. But if 
he sixrpassed other painters in these and other proi'inccs of 
pure realism, he sui-passed them still more, aa I said, in 
Strictly poetic, in creative might. Who could select like 
Turner ? You tnow that city and the scenery in which it 
is embosomed : but did you ever see it io that grsaidenr of 
attitude, could any other painter have showed you it so ? 
You would say cities and mountains were proud to sit to 
their great portrait -painter, since none could per-ceive like 
him their characteristic points, none could so elicit and com- 
bine their distinctive and contrasted beauties, none could 
let them so well be seen. Yet selection is by no -means the 
only power of Turner. Taste might go far to impart or 
regulate a power of selection, but the sovereign imagination 
alone could give the deepest poetry that dwells in Tui-ner's 
pictures. He seems, by life-long observation and musing, 
to have detected nature's secrets of effect, her modes of 
contrast, her suggestions of thought : and his imagination 
struck out more grandly that at which she aimed. The 
strength and statelinesa of the precipice, the majesty of 
mountain shadow, the exulting magnificence of broad 
streaming light, the mysterious suggestion of mfinitude, by 
the steep and soaring line of mounttun side lost in the 
hanging clouds that seem to vail immensity, are all as it 
were vocal in a picture by Turner. The mountains are no 
longer dumb ; Turner caught their inarticulate accents ; 
and when he made them speak, all could undei-stand them. 
This is not an easy thing to explain in words ; but the 
universal sentiment as to prints fi-om Turner proves that I 
am not alone in finding in his works the most poetic render- 
ings of nature's deepest expressions. A critic, whose 
literary unmortality is, I think, as secure as that of Sporus or 
King Colley, is severe upon Mr. Ruskin for demanding 



by Google 



278 GLIMPSES OF RECENT BRITISH AKT. 

tliouglit in pictures. The thoughts that are buiit up in the 
mountains may be to hiiu a great myateiy. But if you ask 
me where you will find thought, poetry, invention, in land- 
scape panting, I refer yon to any volume of engravings 
after Turner, 

I cannot fix upon any picture to illnatrate alt the charac- 
tei-istics of Turner's genius, and to more than one picture, 
I must not now refer. Let me take one almost indisci-imi- 
nately. In Lord Elleamere's Gallery, there is a large pic- 
ture by Turner, painted evidently after the great Vander- 
velde in the same collection. I shall briefly compare the 
two. 

The Vandervclde contains a considerable numl^er of ves- 
sels. In front is a Dutch packet-ship, a gleam of color on 
ite sail from the dreary sunlight to windward. It mounts 
a broken sea, dipping into its foam, which dashes up over 
the bowa. To leeward is a ship with sails clewed up, feeing 
the (rind. The sky has two great banks of cloud, one of 
them E^ain dividing into three tower-like masses, through 
which is shed a faint illumination of stormy sunlight. The 
sea in front is broken, yeasty, i-acing before the wind ivith 
fearful velocity. Look now to the Turner. 

One vast bank of cloud, piled mountain after mountain, 
comes darkening over the waves, " cramming all the blast 
before it." Its rounded tops are steeped in the sombre 
light which appears in the Vandervelde, A gleam of the 
same rests on the sail in front. The whole under-part of 
the gi-eat bank of cloud is black and thundery ; beneath, 
the white waves are seen mysteriously rising and writhing. 
In the distance, a tall, three-masted ship has furled all sail 
and looks towards the blast. In front, two small vessels 
are hfted into prominence, running foul of each other, the 
one with canvas down, the other with bellying sail attempt- 
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ing to hold up to the wind. A sea strikes them both 
dMhing in wild foam over the bow of that one which has 
Its sail spread. The waves in the foreground roJl in one 
or two huge, aiigiy ridges, the trough of tiie sea being 
filled with seething foam. 

It is known that the pietnre by Turner is a companion 
to that by Vandevvelde, and was a direct attempt either to 
mutate or to grapple with it. But mai-k ho(v the con. 
caption, or rather conceptions, of Vandervelde, gain from 
the touch of Turner. The forms of the Dutchman's pic- 
ture seem to have been dissolved or sent apait, and again 
brought together, uito grander, simpler masses, at the 
■word of a mightier imagmation. Yandervelde's sea is cov- 
ered with ships. Only one or two break the loneliness 
and gloom of Turner's. The sea of Vandervelde is chop- 
ping and gusty, a broad plain of countless equal waves. 
One or two mighty ridges, with millions of wavelets in 
then- hollows, occupy the front of Turner's. But the alter- 
ation in which the master mind and hand are most sig- 
nally displayed is that passed upon the clouds. These all 
come together in Turner's picture; no division breaks the 
unity of the simple, overpowering mass; it rolls on there, 
dark, heavy, towei-ing, majestic, in the gi-andeur and ter- 
ror of tempest. 

It could, I think, be distinctly proved, that a change, 
»milar to that obseiTable in Tnmer's treatment of Vander- 
velde's subject, was effected by hun hi all that he made, by 
earnest study, his own. The conceptions of other artists 
I compare to the many hills, interestmg, varied, beautiful, 
of the newer geological formations. They may be the pic- 
turesque crags of the limestone, they may even be the 
jagged crests of the raetamoi-phic hills ; but they are com- 
paratively low and comparatively many : the imagination 
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of Turner, working from lower deeps ami with mightier 
power, upheave'l the central ridge, the primary moimtam 
ehiun, rising above all the rest, nnapproached in height, 
and nnbroken and alone in majesty. Compo^tion be- 
comes, with him, vital artistic unity; prettiness becomes 
noble symmetry and proportion; beaoty becomes sublim- 
ity. I think I can admire the grace and elegance, the 
liquid sky and limpid water, the ordered pillai-s and dig- 
nified froiitK, of Claude. Bnt my perception of the fact 
that a precipice is more majestic than a palace gable, is 
hardly more distinct than my perception of a gieatne&s 
and majesty in the forms of Turner totally absent from 
those of Claude. The latter is to the foi-mer as Pope was 
to Ilomor. And this I say while aware of the historical 
fact that Turner studied Claude with tears of dcsp^ring 
admiration in his eyes. 
And so, farewell. 
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V. 

EUSKIN AHD HIS CRITICS. 

OuE good ii-iends the artists must not be too hard upon 
vs. It would be pleasant, if one only could, to school our 
ideas exactly to their standard; to watch their cunning 
pencils, as they bring out lines and hues, too exquisite for 
our exoteric capacities; to follow their clever pens, as they 
set down artistic roles, according to which alone we ignoble 
vulgar must be pleased or displeased ; to admire nothing 
"but what they tell ua is admirable ; to believe nothing but 
what they tell us is credible ; and to find vent for our free 
activity, only in the becoming and ennobling privilege of 
paying out the cash. If one could but do this, he might 
be lapped in the mtisic of their most sweet voices, and 
bask in a sunshine as pui-e as Claude's. He might even 
be patted with benignant condescension on the back, pro- 
nounced a man of taste and culture, called a judicious 
critic and a felicitous collector. Then would gradually 
gather around him that delicate, translucent vail, that 
misty, mysterious gannent, whose quaJities precisely re- 
vei-se those of the shirt of Hercules, for it thrills ivith 
exquisite pleasure the whole frame of the wearer, and 
causes his breast to swell with the sublime consciousness 
of oonnoisseurahip, and flutters all bosoms in the dove-cots 
of fiishion, and a«-akens, when it appears, a whisper, instmct 
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with veneration, spirit-stirring, that here ia a veritable aiicl 
most alarming lion, having no relationship to Bully Bottom 
the weaver. Tbis might, indeed, be delightful; but the 
conditions of the enjoyment are hai'd. Admiration, sympa- 
thy, pleasure, are precisely the things that Tvill not force : 
the very consciousness of our human freedom is bound np 
with them. Gi-eat, also, as the studio and the Art-gallery 
are, the world is, on the whole, neither a studio nor an 
Art-galleiy. Interests maiiifold and important, religious, 
social, domestic, will not ceaae to play their parts there, 
in remai'kable independence of the rules of the studio. 
Pictures, moveover, ai'e there prepared for us, of a beauty 
wondrous, inexhaustible, older than those of the oldest 
masters, old as the mountains and the skies, with which we 
cannot help bebg rather impressed, bat which we cannot 
perfectly see or undei-stand, until some one show them 
unto us. We must not, therefore, consent to the consecra- 
tion to Art of a httle temple, not only apai-t from the great 
world, but shut against it ; we must forego the proud 
honor of being connoisseurs; we must content ourselves 
with distinctions common to mortal men, 

Ruskin must not be given up wholly to the aa-tists. True 
it is, and let the fiict be stated with due emphasis, that we 
believe him to be, in the province of Art, strictly defined, 
a critic of marvellous accuracy and of no less marvellous 
comprehensiveness, whose sympathy, universally aetnowl- 
edged, is not one whit more remarkable than his science. 
Trae it is, that we think we hold in our hand the threads 
of a detailed and indubitable demonstration of this. Yet 
Ruskin cannot be viewed solely as a critic of what is 
generally understood as Art. Kay, he cannot be correctly 
judged of in the capacity of Ait-critic, if he is contemplated 
in that alone. The nature of naan is a unity, and no man 
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can engage.longoreaiiieatly ia any wort, without exibit- 
ing tlie essential characteristics which that unity compre- 
hends. We must regard Buskin in at least three aspects : 
as a poet of extenial nature, a revealer of its beauties, a 
narrator of its facts; aa a thinker, impelled by sympathies 
of extraordinaiy power, to reflect on the general condition, 
religious and social, of mankind ; and as a critic, who has 
brought the genej'al capacities of his nature, primarily and 
systematically, to an examination of the mode in which the 
nations of Christendom have pui-sned and embodied the 
Beautiful, with special refeience to that pursuit and em- 
bodiment in his own country, in his own time. It is dis- 
tinctly to be understood that, if he has radically failed in 
this last department, he cannot be defended. He might 
have been a Eichter to perceive the beauty of nature; he 
might have cast abroad, lilce a Luther, the seeds of moral 
and religious truth : but he came before the worid as an 
Art-ci-itic, and if he failed here, he failed in what he chose 
and professed as his life-work. But, thus conceding that 
no excellence in other provinces eou!d have redeemed feil- 
ure m this, it may be allowed us to add, that an extraordi- 
nary power to perceive natural beauty, and a remai-kable 
range and nobleness of human sympathy, might promote 
instead of counteracting ability to treat expressly of Art, 
nay, if not implying such ability, is indispensable to it. If 
Art had not a distinct character, — separable both fi-om 
physical beauty and human excellence, — it would not have 
a distinct name. But can it be denied that, standing on 
her own watch-tower, Art casts her eye now towards 
the world of nature, now towards the world of man, for 
suggestion, instruction, and inspiration? The connection 
between Art and nature, be it what it may, is at least inti- 
mate and indissoluble; and a knowledge of nature, and a 
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broad and eai-nest sympathy with human mterests, furnish 
a presumption in fiivor of the Art-ciitic. It would surely 
be mmecessaiy to ai'gue with any one who did not look 
upon an enthusiasm in Art, unable to connect itself with 
enthwdasm in nature and sympathy with men, as either par- 
tial, affected, or altogether unsound. The strong sense of 
humanity will always recognize, in those wider emotions, 
the best gnai'antee of excellence in every species of criti- 
cism ; and in endeavoring to attain a correct understanding 
of any critical system, to form a soimd estimate of the 
capacities and achievements of any critic, it will not feil to 
commend itaelf as the best mode of procednie, to com 
mence T\jth ^ sm^ey, in i elation to each, of such untial 
feelings The artist**, tlieretore, ind connoiaseuis, muBt toi 
a little stand aside, while we consult, touching the ciitic 
they revile, the oiacles of natuie 

With in evphcitness which w 11 i diit>, iiid mth that 
scientihc calmness, with which iny man mij recdl and 
state the imjnessions ot bnjhood, Mr Uuskm has infoimed 
us of the emotions, with -which, in his eiihest ye^l'^, he 
looked upon nature. The passage to which we allude, 
occurring iii the thu'd volume of Modem Paint&rs, niay 
fearlessly be pronounced one of the most important, as well 
as interesting aud beautiful, in the whole range of biog- 
raphy. We can quote but a part of it. " The first thing," 
he says, " which I remember, as an event in life, was being 
taken by my nurse to the brow of Friar's Crag on Derwent- 
water ; the intense joy, mingled with awe, that I had in 
looking through the hollows in the mossy roots, over the 
crag into the dark lake, has associated itself more or less 
with all twining roots of trees ever since. Two other 
things I remember, as, in a soit, beginnings of life, — cross- 
ing Shapfells, being let out of the chaise to run up the hills. 
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■ — and going through Glenfiirg, near Kinross, in a winter's 
morning, when the rocks were hung witli icicles ; these 
being culminating points in an early life of more travelling 
than ia usually indulged to a child. In such jonmeyings, 
whenever they brought me near hills, and in all mountain 
gi'ound and scenery, I had a pleasure, as early as I can 
remember, and continnhig till I was eighteen or twenty. 
Infinitely greater than any which has been since possible to 
me in anything ; comparable for intendty only to tlie joy 
of a lover in being near a noble and kind mistress, bat no 
more explicable or definable than that feeling of love itself. 
. . . . Although there was no definite religious senti- 
ment mingled with it, there was a continual perception of 
sanctity in the whole of nature, from the slightest thing to 
the vastest ; — an mstinctive awe, mixed with delight ; an 
indefinable thrill, such as we sometimes imagine to indicate 
the presence of a disembodied spirit. I could only feel this 
perfectly when I was alone ; and then it would often make 
me shiver from head to foot with the joy and fear of it, 
when after being some time away fi'om hills, I first got to 
the shore of a mountain river, where the brown water 
circled among the pebbles, or when I saw the first swell of 
distant land against the sunset, or the first low broken wall, 
covered with mountmn moss. I cannot in the least describe 
the feeling ; but I do not think this is my fault or that of 
the English language, for, I am afraid, no feeling is describ- 
able. If we had to explain even the sense of bodily hunger 
to a person who had never felt it, we should be hard put to 
it for words ; and this joy in nature seemed to me to come 
of a sort of heart-hunger, satisfied with the presence of a 
Great and Holy Spirit, These feelings rcmahied in theii- 
full mtensity till I was eighteen or twenty, Mid then, as the 
reflective and practical power increased, jmd the ' cares of 
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this world' gained upon me, fiided gradually away, in the 
manner described by "Wordsworth in bis Intimations of 
Immortality." 

It is of the emotions experienced amid mountain scenery 
that Mr. Rusbin here more espresaly speats. Bat the 
passive reveals a mental and physical organization, genei'- 
ally adapted to derive pleasure from the appearances of 
natm'e, altogether peculiar ; and of mountains themselves 
it must he remembered, tliat every form of scenery, of the 
highest beauty or grandeur, excepting only the sublime 
solitude or majestic fury of the central ocean, belongs 
pre-eminently to them. It is from the mountam that you 
behold the sky above and the valley below, the cloud on the 
shoulders of the hill, the torrent thundering in its chasm, 
the forest climbing among the crags, the lake slumbering 
around its promontories. That "intense, superstitious, 
insatiable, and beatific perception " of the gi'andeur and 
loveliness of mountain scenery, which characterized Ruskin 
in childhood and youth, implied a perception of all that is 
grandest and loveliest in God's earthly creation. 

The words in which Ruskin has consciously described his 
early passion for nature's beauty are brief and unpreten- 
tious, marked by a noble and manly modesty. But the 
attestation of that passion which he soon unconsciously 
made, the manifestation forced on him by the abounding of 
the gift, is as imposing as it is conclusive. At an age when 
most clever young men ai'e bent on distinction in debating 
societies, or resting on their laurels as prize versifiers, he 
published the first volume of Modem. Painters. Had it 
been the work of a life-time, it would have secured an 
immortality of renown : and if one or two works, produced 
at a similar age, have indicated a genius equally rai'e, it 
seenia open to no dispute that no work ever published by a 
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very yonng man effected so profound and important a rero- 
lution. It at onoe took a separate and solitary place among 
works in English prose. In style and in matter, it was 
uniqne. It recalled what had passed entirely out of English 
composition, the stately march and long-drawn cadence of 
Hooker and Taylor ; beside the richness of its descriptive 
detail, the Traveller was bare, the Zad^/ of the Lake general 
and indefinite ; while its clearness of conception, its vigor, 
and bnsiness-like tone, belonged distinctively to prose, and, 
if not distinctively, at least conspicuously, to the nineteenth 
century. Its matter was equally remarkable and as original. 
At a consideration of its doctrines, we have not yet ai-rived, 
but its principal contents were a series of descriptions of 
the aspects of nature, and to these the language could show 
no parallel. Nay, it was, perhaps, in the nature of things 
impossible, that at any previous time they could have been 
produced, A great invention is possible only at one period. 
The fact is proved hy the circumstance that the history of 
invention is a history of controversy, that gi-eat discoveries 
have often, if not imiformly, been made by different minds 
about the same time. The production of the first volume 
of Modem Painters in the sixteenth centuiy was equally 
impossible with the discovery of fluxions in the nmth. This 
assertion means simply that, at the date of the appeai'ance 
of this volume, certain elements had entered into civiliza- 
tion, certain agencies had come to bear upon the general 
mind, absent in other centuries, whose presence was indis- 
pensable to its suggestion or accomplishment. Proof of 
this is necessaiy, but concludve proof is at hand. 

During the eighteenth century, and with accelerated 
speed during the early part of the present, a great process 
went on, by which the ideas of men, touching tlio realm 
of physical nature, were rectified and defined. The most 
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prominent intellectual characteristic of the epoch is acien- 
tific activity. The prospect embraced within the ken of 
science continued gradually to widen, until, beJbre the mid- 
dle of this century, it might be said to comprehend the 
whole sphere of terrestrial existence, and tlie material 
aspects of the astral heavens. From the frigid crags of 
Iceland to the cactus-hedges of the Cape, from the pebble 
at your foot to the nebula in the outer deeps of space, 
fi-om the flower of yesterday to the tree-ferns of the cai'- 
boniferoiis period, Science had extended her gaze. Fancy 
and imagination seemed about to be extbgnished, or to 
become the mere eyes of science. No ocean was now sup- 
posed to hide Isles of the Blessed ; no Atlantis could now 
rise before the eyes of the voy^er. Geology told you 
the forms of the mountains. Meteorology guessed at the 
balancing of the clouds. The lightning went faster and 
further, as the slave of man, than it ever went from its 
own lone diveihng in the thunder-clotid. The beasts of 
the forest had been watched and classified; the flowers 
of the fleld were named and known ; the very rainbows, 
with which, from time immemorial, the sun had wreathed 
the mist and foaia of Orinoco, could not escape the eye 
of science. 

It is plain that any mind of remarkable power and sus- 
ceptibility, going through the stages of culture and devel- 
opment in a time thus characterized, could not escape the 
pervading influence. Ruskin did not escape it : but it is 
important to note the nature of the impress which his 
genius received. His capacity was not distinctively scien- 
tific. Taking Coleridge's antithesis between science and 
poetry, it was rather poetic. That emotion which played 
so important a part in his early histoiy found satisfaction, 
not in analysis and classification, but in contemplation, 
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reverence, and wonder. So mighty, however, was that 
feeling, so earnest and perpetual its aetion, that its result 
was a knowledge of the external appeai-ances of nature, 
poetic in its order but scientific in its accui-acy : while it 
cannot ho doubted that, at a certain stage of its early 
naanifestation, the expressly scientific infiuence of the time 
came in to amst and define it. The first volume of Mod- 
em Painters reveals both influences. It gives express 
evidence of scientific knowledge : it is, from fii-st to last, 
one tissue of evidence of that pure sensibility, wliich finds 
delight in simply looking on the &ee of nature, and which 
necessitates knowledge. Tills combination of science with 
poetry it is, which impai'ts essential originality to the vol- 
ume of which we speak; and so closely allied is such a 
combination, with the general character of the age, that it 
may be confidently asserted that it could not have existed, 
as it certainly did not exist, in any other. 

The critics have said things about Euskin which are to 
ns amazing, which only the evidence of sense could render 
credible. But we have not yet seen it laaerted that he 
is ignorant of nature Into this aiena no li tic his vcn- 
tured deliberately and openly to steji The wildest fray 
of insolence, the utmost Tsauranco of imbecility, has heie 
confined itself to feeble innuendo oi nm-seiy fiippincy 
And when wo contemplate, m all the compiehen&iveness 
of its range, in all the correctness of its suence, m all 
the glory of its poetiy, that revelation of nature which 
he has made, this is perhaps, even considermg whit critms 
Kusldn has had, not wonda-ful One is apt, as he reads, 
to imagine that the whole capacities and the whole life of 
the author had been devoted to the study of that class of 
natural appearances with which he is at the moment con-, 
cerned. Listen to Rusldn's description of the eca, and you 
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think he must have spent his days and years, in watching 
the beauty of its gai-landed snmmer waves, and the tor- 
tured writhing of its ^vintry billows. Follow his eye as it 
ranges over the broad fields of the sky, and yon are im- 
pressed with the idea, that it can never have been turned 
from observing tlie procession of the clouda aevo^ the blue, 
or tracing the iaiot streaks of the cirri, lying, Uke soft 
maiden's hair, along heaven's azure, or watching the sun 
as he touches the whole sky with gold and scai-Iet and ver- 
milion, to be for him a regal tent at eventide. Go with 
him into the forest, and you believe that he has stndied 
nothing else, but the forms of stem and branch, the ar- 
nngoment of light and shade in the hollows of the foliage. 
Enter with him the cathedi-al of the mountains, mark at- 
tLntiveh IS he points out "then- gates of rock, pavements 
ot doud, choirs of stream and stone, altai-sof snow, and 
Tiults of pmple traversed by the continual stars," and you 
conclude that there he must always have worahipped. But 
■when you have passed with him from province to province 
of nituie's beauty, and have found that in each he is a seer 
and leveMer, can you fail to acknowledge the justice and 
modesty of his claim, not to be accused of aiTogance in 
asserting that he has walked with nature ? Can you, more- 
over, turn from the loveliness and splendor of the succes- 
sive visions which have risen before you, without knowing 
nature better, loving her more, and associating with her 
loftier, purer, mightier emotions, of levei-ence and wonder, 
than ever theretofore ? 

We have said that, in the sphere of ample description of 
nature's fects, Ruskin has not been directly and deliberately 
met. But among the many half-amnsmg, half-offensive 
exhibitions of tip-toe medioci-ity, tiding to see up to the 
height of this original gemus, if haply it may discover that 
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it is merely a small mediocrity like itself; set on some sort 
of stilts, there have not been -wanting hints that Rusldn's 
" word-painting " is an easy matter. The gi-andiose medi- 
oci-ity who^ rather condescendingly, consented, once and 
away, to annihilate Ruakin iu the Quarterly^ is of this 
opinion. The less gi'andiose mediocrity who reviewed the 
first Exhibition Pamphlet in the Art Jmvnial utters some 
expressions, conceived to be like Eusldn's, and remarks that 
it is easy for the latter to write like this, however difficult 
it might, we anppose, be, to discuss the high matters with 
which his serene littleness is conversant. The compluuent 
thus paid to Ituskin is I'eally too high. He might rival 
Shakapeare in describing Dover Cliff, but there is no ground 
for believing, that he conld dramatically body forth a Slen- 
der or an Aguecheeb. We verily believe him incompetent, 
by the utmost effort, to write what his small critic comically 
fcincies is in his manner. But we have no difficulty what- 
ever in mating, to these and all other critics of Ruskin, the 
concession, that there is such a thing as vague and empty 
verbosity, that there may be glowing, brilliant, fluent dic- 
tion, without value of thought, sentiment, or information. 
A book may glitter all over with rhetorical oraament, may 
sparkle with metaphor, may, by alliteration and antithesis, 
please the ear and fix the attention, yet be worthless. But 
the descriptions of Ruskin are done in a style, which 
nothing but an ignorance, too crass and unconscious to be 
ashamed, or a perception jaundiced by malevolence, could 
confound with the mere glitter of voluble feeblene^. There 
is a correspondence between all the real gifts of nature. 
The true gleam, if you only know it, will always lead you 
to the real gold. Able thinkers have recognized, — among 
tliom, in express terms, Coleridge and Cai'lyle, — that a 
linguistic capacity of sterlmg and surpasMug excellence is 
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always connected with real mental faculty, intellectortl or 
emotional. And we assert with perfect confidence, that 
such verbal pictures as ai'e drawn by Ruskia never were 
drawn, and conld not possibly be drawn, without the 
existence of such real fiwulty. They are distinguished by 
one quality which never pertains to false rhetoric: the 
quality of unity. You may string together fact after fact, 
and, to make their jingle somewhat more musical, you may 
put ever so many sounding adjectives between. But in 
order to place before the eye of the reader the distinct 
features of a face, nay the exact likeness of a tree, a flower, 
a snow-flake, so that he will have each plainly within the 
sphere of his vision, au act of real observation must have 
been perfoi-med, a capadty to see what is distinctive must 
have been possessed, a certain amount of genuine mental 
force must have been put in exercise. And if a man sets 
before you, in all its breadth and clearness^ a wide land- 
scape, letting you see its main lines as distinctly as in a 
surveyor's map, yet covering it with the very colors in 
which nature has dressed it, it becomes mere stupidity and 
ignorance to deny the display of real mental power. The 
easel of a great painter might be covered with brilliant 
colors, yet the whole would be a daub ; the picture he has 
completed may show every tint on the easel, it may show a 
great many more, and yet be no daub : in the one case, the 
colors mean nothing, they are held together by no relation; 
in the othei-, every color is in its own place, every tint is 
vocal, and the voice of the whole is one. Would it not be 
a poor mistake, to confound the richness and abundance of 
the picture's color, with the confused brflliancy produced 
by the many colors of the daub ? Tet this is precisely the . 
pitiful and pamful mistake of those critics, who, having 
discovered, by the exercise of their critical genius, that 
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where there ia Tei-biage there must be many words, exclaim, 
wlieuever they perceive many words, that there is verbiage. 
Rustiii's words ai-e.used to bring out the minutest facts of 
nature, the light and shade on a blade of grass, the blend- 
mg of hue in the rainbow, the melting into eaoh other of 
the uloud-shadows upon the momitain side ; and critics such 
as now find admission mto the Quart^ly, whose verbal 
powers, of fair average exceUence, are to those of Rnskin, 
as the pictorial talents of a sign-painter are to those of Noel 
Paton, sneer at his facile word-painting, To show the 
flickering dance of sunbeams on forest leaves, to set before 
us the very spring and prancing of the waves, to word-paint 
the wreathing of the mist and eveiy caprice and humor of 
the sky, required rather an abundant supply of words ; but 
the supply at Ruskin's command was a small matter to his 
power of laying them on, to the exquisite precision with 
which he applied eveiy vocable. In aU that we are now- 
saying, we must, for proof, appeal mainly to our own experi- 
ence, and refer the reader to Ruskin's own pages. We do 
not, for our part, recall a single instance, in which he has 
deliberately set himself to place a scene before our eyes, 
without enabling us, after a sufficiently close and steady 
look, to see it m its grand, consistent features. We invite 
readei-s to teat the matter for themselves. But we shall 
quote one passage, which exhibits as well as any we can 
recoUect, the so-called verbiage of Rnskin, Oui- readers 
shall peruse it, before we make any remai'ks upon it. It is 
a description of the Fall of Schaifhausen :— " Stand for an 
bom- beside the FaU of Schaffhansen, on the north side 
where the rapida are long, and watch how the vault of 
water fli-st bends, unbroken, in pure polished Velocity, over 
the arching rocks at the brow of the cataract, covering 
tliem with a dome of crystal twenty feet thick, so awiil 
25* 
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that its motion is unseen except when a foam globe from 
above daits over it like a fallbg star ; and. how the trees 
are lighted above it under all their leaves, at the instant 
that it breaks into foam; and how all the hollows of that 
foam burn mth gi'een fire like so much shattering chiyso- 
prase ; and how, ever and anon, startling you with its white 
flash, a jet of spray leaps hissing out of the fall, like a 
rocket, bursting in the wind and driven away in dust, 
filhng the air with light ; and how, through the curdling 
wreaths of the restless crashing abyss below, the blue 
of the water, paled by the foam in its body, shows 
purer than the sky through white rain-cloud ; while the 
shuddering iiia stoops in tremulous stillness over all, fading 
and flushing alternately through the choking spray and 
shattered sunshine, hiding itself at last among the thick 
golden leaves which toss to and fro in sympathy with the 
wild water; their dripping masses lifted at intervals, like 
sheaves of loaded com, by some stronger gush from the 
cataract, and bowed again upon the mossy rocks as its roar 
dies away ; the dew gushing from their thick branches 
through drooping clustei's of emerald herbage, and spark- 
ling in white threads along the dark rocks of the shore, 
feeding the lichens which chase and chequer them with 
purple and silver." 

It is possible that, at first glance, this may appear a lasss 
of gorgeous confusion: and it is certain that a hurried 
glance will convey but a slight idea of what it contains. 
In following the long evolution of the sentence, something 
of fetigue may be experienced, and the description would 
doubtless have been more generally and readily appreci- 
ated, had the mind been rested by one or two stops skil- 
fully inserted. But it may be questioned whether the 
impression of concentrated power, of mass, of urgent. 
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iiTesistible haste, conld have heen so wull conveyed by 
a Buccesisioii of sentences. The point to be peculiarly 
noted, however, is the nature of the "verbiage," abun- 
dant enough no doubt, of the parage. Let the reader, 
amid all its plenitude of adjective, set his finger, if he can, 
upon an epithet that could be dispensed with, a word which 
does not state some fa«t or define some quality. Had the 
same space been filled witli ejaculations about the grandeur 
and sublimity of the scene — had we heard only of Titanic 
power, and inexpie^sible beauty, and tiemendous velocity 
— tliere would ha\e been an example of verbiage. But 
exambe the passage clause by claa&e, and you find that 
its richness of expiesbion la not by any means so remai'k- 
able as its condensation The signihtance of the adjective 
"polished," applied to the velocity of the vaulted water, 
might be expanded into pages. Ton are told, in one 
word, that the rocks at the brow of the catai'act are 
arched ; you see the hght breaking np from the foam 
under the leaves; you are led from sight to sight, until 
you know the tints of the lichens on the wetted rocks, 
and mark the foam paling the water under its surface ; 
and fiom first to last there is not an indefinite touch, a 
snpei-finons word. To attempt to detail what is in the 
passage is found to be impossible; you cannot say what 
Ruskm has told you in so few words as he has told it. 

But masterly as tliis description is, it can raiik only with 
the less remarkable among Rushin's pictm-es of external 
nature. The subject to be described waa comparatively 
circumscribed, and there was fittle assistance rendered to 
the associative im^Ination, in connecting its bare fects 
with human sympathy. But in descriptions too numerona 
to be referred to here, — in such pictures as that of the 
Campagna of Rome under evening hght, and that of Tur- 
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ner's Slave Ship, — not only are the grand lines of feet put 
strongly in, but that idealizing power is displayed, which, 
on whatever occaaon, or in whatever form exhibited, 
whether in the poetry of a Shakspeare or Byron, in 
the prose of a Carlyle, a Riehter, a Euskin, in the colors 
of a Titian or Turner, seems to be radically the same, 
and marks the highest genius. If any smgle example of 
Euskin'a display of this power were to be regarded as 
more than an indication, a faint suggestion, of what he 
has done, the error would be complete: but if the reader 
can appreciate a very small part ui its bearing npon the 
whole, ^nd thinks it important, as we do, that, in every 
form of criticism, at least an opportunity should be af- 
forded of comparing the writer's words with hia sdlegnr 
tions, he may not deem it inappropriate that we subjoin 
two passages, which, if not in Euskin's very highest style, 
yet appear to us to display, along with the unfailing real- 
ism, the scientific accuracy, of which so much has been said, 
traces of that higher power which is characteristic of con- 
summate genius. The iirst is from the second volume of 
The Stones of Venice, the second from the third volume 
of Modem Painters. 



"The charts of the world which have been drawn np by 
modern science have thrown mto a naiTow space the ex- 
pression of a vast amount of knowledge, but I have never 
yet seen any one pictorial enough to enable the spectator 
to imagme the kind of contrast in physical character which 
exists between northern and southern countries. We know 
the differences in detail, but we have not that broad glance 
and grasp which would enable us to feel them in their ful- 
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I10S3. We know that gentians grow on the Alps, and olives 
on the Apennines ; but we do not enough conceive for oar- 
selves that variegated moaaio of the world's sni-feoe whieh a 
bird sees in its migration, — that ditference between the dis- 
trict of the gentian and of the ohve, which the stork and 
the swallow see iar oif, as they lean upon the sirocco wind. 
Let us for a moment try to raise oui-selves even above the 
level of their flight, and imagine the Mediterranean lying 
beneath ua like an irregular lake, and all its ancient pro- 
montories sleeping in the srai: here and there an angry 
spot of thander, a gray stain of storm, moving npon the 
burning field ; and here and there a fixed wreath of white 
volcano smoke, surrounded by its circle of ashes; but for 
the most part a great peacefulnesa of light, Syiia and 
Greece, Italy and Spain, laid like pieces of golden pave- 
ment into the sea-bltie, chased, as we stoop nearer to them, 
with bossy beaten-work of mountain chains, and glowing 
softly with terraced gardens, and flowers heavy with fi-ank- 
incense, mixed among masses of laurel, and oi-ange, and 
plumy palm, that abate with theii- gray-green shadows the 
burning of the marble rocks, and of the ledges of por- 
phyry sloping under lucent sand. Then let us pass further 
towards the north, until we see the orient coloi-s cbange 
graduiJly into a vast belt of rainy green, where the pas- 
tares of Switzerland, and poplai- valleys of Fi-ance, and 
dark forests of the Danube and Carpathians, stretch from 
the mouths of the Loireto those oftheVolga, seen through 
clefts in gi-ay swirls of rain-cloud and flaky veils of the 
m t of the 1 ook si d low al tl j t Ian 1 
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giialy islands, amitlst the northem seas, beaten by storm, 
and chilled by ice-drift, and tormented by furious pulses 
of contending tide, until the roots of the last forests fail 
from among the hill ravines, and the hunger of the north 
wind bites the peats into baiTenness; and, at last, the 
wall of ice, durable like iron, sets, death-liie, its white 
teeth f^aiaat tia out of the polar twilight. And having 
once traversed in thought this gi-adatlon of the zoned irk 
of the earth in all its material vaatness, let us go down 
nearer to it, and watch the parallel change in the belt of 
animal life : the multitudes of swift and brilliant creatui-es 
that glance in the air and sea, or ti-ead the sands of the 
southern zone ; striped zebras and spotted leopards, glis- 
tering serpents and birds arrayed in purple and scarlet. 
Let ua contrast their delicacy and biilliancy of color and 
swiltness of motion, with the fl-ost-cramped strength, and 
shaggy covering, and dusky plumage of the northern 
tribes ; contrast the Arabian hoi-se with the Shetland, the 
tiger and leopard with the wolf and bear, the antelope 
with the elli, the bii'd of Paradise with the osprey; and 
then, sabmisdvely acknowled^g the great laws by which 
the earth and all that it beai-e are mled throughout their 
being, let us not condemn, but rejoice in the expression 
by man of his own rest in the statutes of the land which 
gave him birth. Let us watch him with reverence as he 
sets side by side the burning gems, and smoothes with 
soft sculpture the jasper pillars, that are to reflect & cease- 
less sunshine, and rise into a cloudless sky : but not with 
less reverence let us stand by him, when, with rough 
strength and hunied stroke, he smites an uncouth anima- 
tion out of the rocks which he has torn from among the 
moss of the moorland, and heaves into the dai'kened air 
the pile of iron buttress and rugged wall, instinct with 
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work of an im^natioa as wild and wayward as tlio nor- 
thern sea ; creations of ungainly shape and rigid limb, but 
full of wolfish life ; fierce as the winds that heat, and 
changeful as the cloads that shade them." 



THE OKEAT 1 

" Inferior hills ordinarily intermpt, in some degree, the 
richness of the valleys at their feet ; the gi-ay downs of 
southern England, and treeless coteaux of central France, 
and gi-ay swells of Scottish moor, whatever peculiar charm 
they may possess in themselves, are at least destitnte of 
those which belong to the woods and fields of the Low- 
lands. But the great mountdns lift the lowlands oti their 
sides. Let the reader imagine, first, the appearance of the 
most varied pldn of some richly cultivated country ; let 
him im^ine it dark with graceful woods, and soft with 
deepest pastures ; let hun fill the space of it, to the utmost 
horizon, with innumerable and changefnl incidents of 
scenery and life ; leading pleasant streamlets through its 
meadows, strewmg clusters of cottages beside theii' banks, 
tracing sweet footpaths through its avenues, and animating 
its fields with happy flocks, and slow wandering spots of 
cattle ; and when he has wearied himself with endless 
imagining, and leil no space without some loveliness of its 
own, let him conceive all this great plain, with its infinite 
ti-easures of natural beauty and happy Iraman life, gathered 
up in God's hands from one edge of the horizon to the 
other, lite a woven garment ; and shaken into deep foiling 
folds, as the robes droop from a king's shonldei-s; all its 
bright rivers leaping into cataracts along the hollows of its 
fall, and all its forests rearing themselves aslant against its 
slopes, as a rider rears himself back when his horse plunges ; 
and all its villages nestling themselves into the new wind- 
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ings of its glens; and all its pastures thrown into steep 
■waves of greensward, dashed with dew along the edges of 
their folds, and sweeping down into endless slopes, with a 
cloud here and there lying quietly, half on the gi'ass, half in 
the air ; and he will have as yet, in all this lifted world, 
only the foundation of one of the great Alps. And what- 
ever is lovely in the lowland scenery becomes lovelier in 
this change ; the trees which grew heavily and stiffly from 
the level line of plain assume strange curves of strength 
and gi-aco as they bend themselves against the mountain 
side; they breathe moro freely, and toss their branches 
more carelessly as each climbs higher, looking to the clear 
light above the topmost leaves of its brother tree; the 
flowei-3 which on tho arable plain fell before the plough, now 
find out for themselves unapproachable places, where year 
by year they gather into happier fellowship, and fear no 
evil; and the streams which in the level land crept in dark 
eddies hy unwholesome banks, now move in showers of 
silver, and are clothed with rainbows, and bring health and 
life wherever the glance of their waves can reach." 

We have said that if Rustin has erred in his express Art- 
ci-iticism, he cannot be defended from the charge of having 
radically mistaken his duty, and foiled in what he selected 
as the business of his life. This remark we do not in any 
sense qualify. We beg leave, also, to obseiTe, that for 
artists and their art, we entert^n a deep respect. Painters 
in general are certainly raised above the ordinary run of 
men, by the delicacy of their tastes and by their devotion 
to beauty : painting is an art which may afford the purest 
delight, and ennoble while it pleases. But we must main- 
tain that, however erroneous Ruskin's Art-tbeories might be 
proved, tho revelations of nature which he has made would 
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entitle him to separate and lofty honor ; and that, when 
artists, believing they demonstrate his errors in matters 
connected solely with Art, imagine that they altogether 
disentitle him to regard, — prove him a man of small 
capacity or achievement, — they wholly misconceive tJieir 
powers, and the attitude in which both they and Ruslnn 
stand to the public. They and he, looked at in one impor- 
tant aspect, stand between us and nature. If Uuskin'a 
word-paintings show us more of nature than their color- 
paintings, we shall not permit the manner of their repre- 
sentation to prejudice us against him and in favor of them. 
Ai-t may he difficult to know and understand : but natni-e 
is not so easy. Custom has cast over her fece its obscuring 
veil ; we require to be awakened to pierce it, we reqnii-e to 
have it drawn aside that we may see the features beneath. 
It seems to be an ordinance of Providence in this world — 
and it is a benign and beautiful ordinance — that eveiything, 
excepting, and that perhaps not always, the influence of the 
Divine Spirit on the mind, possessed and enjoyed by man, 
shall come to him through the instrumentality of his fellows. 
The ti-uth perceived first by one becomes the property of 
millions ; the delight, first felt in a single breast, is com- 
municated by sympathy, and thrills through a thousand 
bosoms. A gi-eat man lends a voice to the hills and adds a 
music to the streams : he looks on the sea, and it becomes 
more calmly beautiful, on the donds and they are more 
radiantly touched : he becomes a priest of the mysteries, a 
dispenser of the charities, of nature, and men call him poet, 
Ruskin stands among a select and honored few, who have 
thus interpreted nature's meaning, and conveyed her bounty 
to mankind. He has spoken with a voice of power, of 
those pictures, which ever change yet ai-e ever new, which 
are old yet not dimmed or de&ced, of the beauty of which 
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all Art ig an acknowledgment, of the admiration of wliicli 
all Art is the result, bnt which, having hnng in our view 
smce childhood, we are apt to pass lightly by. He has 
reminded us that Morning, rosy-fingered as in the days of 
Homer, has yet a new and disthict smile at each arising, 
and that, aa she steps along the ocean, its foam is always 
wreathed into new broideries of gold and roses. He has 
shown us, by evidence which none can resist, that no true 
lover ever trysted with Spring, by her own fountains or in 
her own woods, without seeing some beauty never seen 
before. At his bidding, we awake to a new consciousness 
of the beauty and grandeur of the world. We have more 
distinct ideas as to what it is ; we know better how to look 
for it. Summer has for us a new opulence and pride ; 
Autumn, which is Summer meeting death with a smile, a 
new solemnity and a more noble sadness. Even to Winter 
we learn to look for hia part in nature's pageantiy, in 
nature's orchestral beauty ; we find a new music in his 
storms, a new majesty in his cataracts, a more exquisite 
penoilling in his frost-work. Artists and artist-critics may 
r^ at Ruskin as they please ; but in order to prove his 
word-painting a small matter, they must prove that Richter's 
most wonderful passives are mean achievements, that Shel- 
ley and Wordsworth, in their moments of richest inspiration, 
wrote what was " more easy than is supposed," and that 
those descriptive passages which are the masterpieces of 
Byron are of small account. We do not call Ruskin a poet. 
The name, we bold, cannot be clauned unless the distinctive 
form of poetry, the metrical, has been adhered to. But iu 
the elements of descriptive powei', which underlie the garb, 
either of prose or vei-se, we have no hesitation in declaring 
that, with the exception of one or two of Byron's highest 
efforts, such as his description of the storm in the Alps, the 
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boasted and magniflcetit deacriptioiia of that poet are 
decidedly inferior to those of Ruskin. Such a series of 
dtecriptions, indeed, as Ruakiu's, does not, in prose or 
verse, exist in the Engiish language, or, we are assured, in 
any other. The value of Ruskiti's Ai't-criticism, we have 
yet to detenainc : but it at least must be conceded, that he 
who has added to our knowledge of nature, to an extent 
which would have given him high standing as a man of 
science, and who has irradiated nature by his ima^native 
power, in a manner which entitles him, in all but the form 
of his works, to take rank with the greatest descriptive 
poets that ever lived, is a man of rare and predous genius. 

But it is tune that we left tliis wider field, and addressed 
ourselves to the strict inquiry, how the mai-velious natural 
BensibiJity of Ruskin has availed him in treating of the 
theory and pi-actice of Art, We shall confine ourselves, 
almost entirely, to an investigation of his opinions on 
painting. 

There are two points of view, by taking which succes- 
sively, it will be possible to obtain a ^r and dispassionate 
idea of Rusktn's opinions on pictorial Ai-t. The first is by 
considering his great work, Jfo^m Painters ; the second, 
by glancing generally at the way he has applied his princi- 
ples to the criticism of individual ai-tista and schools. 

It is of importance, particularly in view of the assanlta 
which have been made upon Ruskin as an Ai-t-critic, that 
we exhibit his fundamental ideas, as little as may be in oui- 
words, and as much as our limits permit in his. 

In tbe veiy outset of Ruskin's first volume, we find him 
speaking thus : — 

"Painting, or Art generally, as such, with all its teelmi- 
calities, difficulties, and particular ends, is nothing but a 
noble and expressive language, invaluable as the vehicle of 
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thought, but by itself nothing. He who has teamed what 
is commonly considered the whole art of painting, that is, 
the art of representmg any natural object faithftdly, has as 
yet only learned the langu^e by which his thoughts are to 
be expressed. He has done just as much towards being 
that which we ought to respect as a great painter, as a 
man who has learned how to express liimaelf gi-ammati- 
cally and melodiously has towai-ds being a great poet. 
The language is, indeed, more difficult of acqwirement in 
the one case than in the other, and possesses more power 
of delighting the sense, while it speaks to the intellect; 
but it is, nevertheless, nothing more than language, and 
all those excellences which are pecubar to the painter as 
such, are merely what rhythm, melody, precision, and force 
are in the words of the orator and the poet, necessary to 
their greatness, but not the tests of their greatness. It 
is not by the mode of representing and saying, but by 
what is represented and ssud, tliat the respective greatness 
either of the painter or the writer is to he finally deter- 
mined." 

The nature of Uuskin's system of criticism will mani- 
festly depend upon the meaning he attaches to the " thought " 
and the "language" here spoken of. It is indispensable, 
therefore, to ascertain that meaning with certainty and pre- 
cision. The illustration by which the author explains the 
passage is first of al! worthy of attention. 

" Take, for instance, one of the most perfect poems or 
pictures (I use the word as synonymous) which modern 
times have seen: — the 'Old Shepherd's Chief-mourn er.» 
Here the exquisite execution of the glcBsy and crisp hair 
of the dog, the bright sharp touching of the gi-een bongh 
beside it, the clear painting of the wood of the coffin and 
the folds of the blanket, are language — language clear and 
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expressive in tlie highest degree. But tho close pressure 
of the dog's lifeast against the wood, the convulsive clii)"- 
iag of the paws, which haa dragged the blanket off the 
trestle, the total powerlessnesa of the head laid close and 
motionless, upon its folds, the fixed and tearful foil of the 
eye in its ntter hopelessness, the rigidity of repose which 
marks that there has been no motion nor change in the 
trance of agony smce the hat blow was sti-uck on the 
cofiin lid, the quietness and gloom of the chamber, the 
spectaeles marking the place where the Bible was last 
closed, indicating how lonely has been the life — how 
unwatched the depaiture, of him who is now laid solitaiy 
in his sleep ; — these are all thoughts, — thoughts by wliich 
the picture is separated at once from hundreds of equal 
merit, as fer as mere painting goes, by which it ranks as 
a work of high art, and stamps its author, not as the neat 
imitator of the textnre of a skm, or the fold of a drapoiy, 
but as the Man of Mind." 

It ia just possible, that one might be so ignorant of the 
n.ature and philosophy of language, as to mistake the mean- 
ing of this explicit and satisfactory passage. There may be 
men, and they may even write iu the Quarterly, who can 
find something to bewilder them in the description of the 
"wood of the coffin and of the folds of the blanket" as 
"language — language clear and expressive m the highest 
degree," and who can evmce theh- astonishment by inquir- 
ing " what, after all, does such pamiing express, but hair, 
wood, and wool?" But it Is not necesaaiy to suppose men 
in general unable to perceive, that it is jnst this fact of 
their being hair, wood, and wool, iu visible, pictorial rep- 
resentation, and not the alphabetical charactei-s which are 
used to express these things, by cultivated revicwci-s, that 
makes them a language. Were the daguen-eotype to be 
perfected BO as to give the color as well as the form 



by Google 



30Q JOHN RlfSKIN, 

of nature, it would render nature's laagus^e perfectly. 
It could not, of course, do eo, without giving natui'e's 
meaning too, whether deep and solemn, aa in mountmn 
scenery, commonplace, as in a street, or trivial, aa in a 
heap of rubbish or a Dutch kitchen. But only in its ap- 
plication by mind, in its application to nature's scenes of 
exceeding gi-andeur, or to passages of human history of 
pathos and significance, could it produce pictures really 
. gi'eat, fall of meaniog and thought. A perfect daguerreo- 
type would render a barber's shop or haystack, as well as 
a mountain gorge lit by its catai-act, or an ai-my reposing 
mider the sinking sun after a hard-fought day. The lan- 
guage ill each of these cases would be. alike fiiultless; and 
if an eiTidite critic were to slip into the assertion that the 
language of painting " is in itself everything,^'' he would 
have slipped into the declaration that the two former pic- 
tures would be as noble as the two latter. Even with 
your perfect daguerreotype you must know how to apply 
it before you have valuable pictures ; and even its best 
application would not give the highest Art ; nay, the mind 
of a great painter will do, without a daguerreotype, what 
a man of no genius could never do with it. 

But there is another point which this illnatratioti makes 
clear. If it were the duty of a critic, professing to stand 
between the public and an author, and to declare plainly 
and honestly what the latter means, to fix upon a word, 
and attempt, with it, to nail his author down to a certain 
meaning or no-meaning, there might be defence set up for 
one who, settling on the word " thought," in the first of 
the passages just quoted, should "glance at the different 
fields of thought — moral, speculative, theoretic, poetic, 
epigrammatic," * and so lead himself and his readers a 

* Quarterly Eevieiv : Miirch, 1^. 
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ludiorons -wild-goose chase in quest of the ineaniEg of 
Raskin. But if the duty of one ivho comes between the 
pubhc and an anthor is predsely the reverse of this, bow- 
can any apology be offered for the man who, so coming, 
should put aside the simple and intentional explanation of 
Ruskm's meaning in the use of the -word, nhich his illus- 
tration affords. The thoughts pointed out by him in 
Laodseer's picture might be called facts, truths, touches 
of sentiment, proois of observation or reflection, and so on. 
It is at least plain that if yon inquire only after -what 
precisely occupies " the thinking fecwlty," you will be led 
unpardonably as well as hopelessly astray. In the -very 
quotation in which the -(vord "thought" occurs, as that of 
which the painter's language is the vehicle, the expression 
"what is I'epresented and said," ia used as precisely equiva- 
lent. What if a critic seized tlie former and refused to 
look at the latter ? 

But there is more still to be said on this pomt. Enskin 
is a somewhat voluminous writer, and it might be fair, 
always supposing that you did not wish to gratify a pitiable 
malignity but to perform a duty to the public, to proceed 
beyond one or two of his ^pageB, and endeavor to discover 
whether subsequent declarations do not cast light upon 
those previously made. The previous quotations are im- 
poilant to an intelligence of Buskin's meaning, but the 
following, and one or two othere, are also of essential 
moment. He thus defines gi'eatness in pictures: — 

"The gi-eatest picture is that which conveys to the mind 
of the spectator the greatest number of the greatest ideas," 
This expression ia met with in the same important initiatory 
chapter from which we made the foi-mer quotations. It is 
difficult to imagine a mistake as to the identity of meaning 
between the words " thought" iu the one case, and "ideas" 
in the other. And if the author had first categorically 
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stated what the ideas which he looked for in pictures were, 
and then devoted two volumes to the detailed illustration 
and exposition of them, would not a distinguished re- 
viewer look very foolishly pompous, in taking that sublime 
" glance at the different fields of thought — moral, sijecnla- 
tive, theoretic, poetic, epigrammatic," when, all the time, 
the infoi-mation needed lay at his feet? The distinguished 
reviewer, endangering the stars with his sublime head, 
would, we imagine, have fiillen into a well I The question 
is one of simple fact. If what we state can be proved in 
Euskin'a words, surely the reviewer's position is some- 
what ridiculous, surely hia academic robes are somewhat 
draggled. 

What, then, are the ideas which Mr. Ruskin looks for in 
Alt? It is perhaps unfortunate that he lias used the word 
" number" in ijrecisely the connection in which it appeara ; 
for it afibrds a color, if no more, to quibbling. Candid 
criticism, however, will take it for granted, that the ideas 
he desiderates, howe(-er numerous, most, in his view, com- 
bine in one unity. Where unity is secured, where the 
ideas own the sway of one imperial thought, it is most 
true that the greater their number, the gi-eater the pic- 
ture is. 

Mr. Hnsldn proceeds to classify his Ideas as follows : we 
invite readers to consider whether the sentences, with 
which he introduces the classification, are calculated to 
mislead a candid critic, or to remove any misconception 
which might have been already foi'med. 

"The definition of Art," these are his words, "which I 
have just given requires me to determine what kmds of 
ideas can be received from worlra of Art, and which of 
these ai-e the greatest, before proceeding to any practical 
application of the test, 

"I think that all the sources of pleasure, or of any other 
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good, to be derived fi-om works of Art, may be referred to 
five distinct lieads. 

"I. Ideas of Power. — The perception or conception of 
the mental or bodily powers by wMcli the work has been 
produced, 

"II. Ideas of Imitation, — The perception tbat the thing 
produced resembles something else. 

" III. Ideas of Trath.— The perception of fiiithfnlness in 
a statement of facts by the thing produced, 

" IV. Ideas of Beauty. — The perception of beauty; 
either in the thing produced, or in what it suggests or 
resembles. 

" V. Ideas of Relation. — The perception of intellectual 
relations in the thing produced, or in what it suggests or 
resembles," 

It may be maintained that certain of these classes might 
be merged in each other, and a different mode of statement 
might by some be dedred. But we think that if any one 
deliberately and Carefully peruses the volumes, in which 
Mr. Ruskin has, so fiu-, explained and illustrated the cate- 
goiy, he can hardly feil to acknowledge that it is radically 
coiTect, and that it fui-nishes the groundwork of a complete 
system of Art-criticism, The fii-st class is one with which 
all are familiar, who have the slightest acquaintance with 
oiitieal opinion, or who have at all reflected on the mode in 
which the effoi-ts of man are pleasing to his fellows. The 
second and third classes might not, perhaps, have been, 
kept asunder, but represented as differing rather in rela, 
tion of degree, in inferiority or superiority, than in essential 
nature. The difference, however, as Mr, Ruskin explains 
it, is by no means shadowy, the delight in imitation being 
confined to the mere pleasant illusion of the senses, ivhiJe the 
delight in truth can extend to the most sublime tacts, both 
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of phywcal nature and of human feelmg. To the discus- 
sion of the Ideas of Beauty, the whole of the second 
volume of Modern Paiiitera ia, more or less directly, de- 
voted. The Ideas of Relation comprehend " all those con- 
veyable by Art, which are the subjects of distinct intellec- 
tual perception and action, and which are tlierefore worthy 
of the name of thoughts." "Under this head," we are 
informed further, "mast be arranged eveiything produc- 
tive of expression, sentiment, and character, whether in 
fjgui'os or landscapes," and it especially includes the high- 
est human interest. 

It must be carefully noticed that the part of the whole 
work. Modern Painters, in which the Ideas of Relation 
would have come to be discussed and illustrated, has not 
yet appeared, and may perhaps never appear. After a 
comparatively brief investigation of the Ideas of Power 
and of Imitation, the whole of the first volume was de- 
voted to the Ideas of Truth. In this portion of the work 
was displayed that maiTellous acquaintance ndth the fects 
of nature, of which we have already spoken. After the 
Ideas of Truth came the Ideas of Beauty, constituting 
Part in., and theoretically treated of in the second vol- 
ume. In it is drawn out that noble theoiy, which affirms, 
of all inherent beauty, that it is typical of the Divine attri- 
butes; a theoiy of which the metaphysical profiindity may 
be found to be as remarkable, as the celestial puiity of 
religious feelmg, and the melloiv splendor of eloquence, 
with which it is exphuned. Tlien there was a pause 
The symmetrical completion of the work requiied eithei 
that the manifestation of the Ideas of Beauty, in Ait and 
in nature, should be traceil, with a fullness con eapondmg 
to that with which the Ideas of Truth had been exhibited, 
— a procccdmg, we suspect, anticipated in the fli-st volume. 
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— or that the Ideae of Relation should be at ones taken 
up. But volume third, consummate as was the poiYer it 
displayed, proved, in relation to the outlined scheme of 
the book, an episode. It took up " many things," not 
expressly the Ideas of Relation. Wor has the fourth vol- 
ume returned to the subject. It treats of "Mountain 
Bea.uty," which might, in great measure, bo styled Moun- 
tain Truth, and a remark about "changes" which have 
been pennitted " in the arrangement of the book," though 
breaking the " symmetrical continuation" of the previous 
volumes, renders one apprehensive that the original plan 
has been lost sight of, and that the Ideas of Relation will 
never be expressly taken up. 

We confess that this seems to us matter for regret. In 
the first place, Mr. Ruskin himself distinctly declai'es these 
ideas to be the most important with which Art can be 
converaant. If he neglects their formal treatment, it may 
be very plausibly urged that he has condemned himself. 
In the next place, a thorough discussion of these ideas, and 
the accordance of a due prominence to the human interest 
with which they aa'e conspicuously allied, might remove a 
charge which even able and candid critics may bring against 
Mr, Ruskin. After the pretentioiia feebleness of the Quar- 
terly, the insolence of the .ESinherffh, and the baseness of 
Slachwood, the critique of Ruskin which appeared in the 
National Mevieio was refreshing and delightful. The 
writer perceived one half of Ruskin's greatness. He 
acknowledged his unequalled acquaintance with nature. 
But he denied him a due, or at least a correspondent meas- 
ure of human sympathy. He honestly conceived him to 
love trees and monntains better than men. The mistake, 
indeed, even in the present state of Ruskin's works, could 
hardly have f^led to yield to a sufficiently careful e 
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tion. The chapter on the funoticma of the Workman iii 
Alt in The tHlones of Venire, the chapter on Vital Beauty 
in nian, anrl that on Mountain Gloom, both in Modem 
Painters, much of the oritici'^m in the Exhibition Pamph- 
lets, and the whole tenor, indicated ui a thousand expres- 
sions, of his works, conclusively evince that his heart beats 
with human sympathy as powerfully, as his senses ai-e acute 
in the perception of beauty. Had Raskin's emerges been 
. early directed into a different channel, he might have been 
a profound and sagacious wnter on political or social sub- 
jects. But such a critic as the National reviewer could not 
have feUen into the mistake of supposing hun open only to 
impressions of natm-al beauty, if, in the discussion of Ideas 
of Relation, he had balanced his treatment of natural 
beauty by a proportionate investigation of the human 
element in Art, 

We are prevented by the narrowness of our limits, from 
following Mr, Buskin in the detailed treatment of the 
various ideas of Art. It is hardly necessary that we should 
do so. Ail we have already said of his descriptions of 
natural appearance may be taken as declarative of what he 
i done ill discussing the Ideas of Truth, His theory of 
;y. That, so far as it is inherent, it is typical of the 
Divine attributes, and, so far as it is not inherent, it consists 
in felioitous perfonnance of vital limctions, would require a 
separate critique. How the first half of the theoiy can be 
rejected we hardly see, except to suit an atheistic scheme 
of things. But whether the elements of the Beautiful do, 
or do not, typify the Divine attributes, it is at least tme 
that suggestion of infinity, that unity, rejjose, symmetry, 
purity, and moderation are charactei-istics of beauty in Art. 
However, therefore, you ipay choose to apply it, the classi- 
fication of these characteristics is neither vague, fanciful, 
nor devoid of strict practical value. 
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Though not professing to subscribe to every one of Rug- 
kin's theoretic opinions, we yet believe him, and think we 
have at least indicated grounds for believing him, a compre- 
hensive and scientific theorist in Art. But all theories are 
in some sense but. moulds into which the metal of fact^is 
run ; and it is an evidence of the preciousness of this metal, 
that it can be melted from its old appeai-ance and rmi into 
new dyes, yet retain its inherent value. Mi-. Enskin was 
gifted with the power of seeing new tnith in nature, and if 
he haa given us that tnith he has done a substantial work. 
His theories may go, his facts cannot. Believing his 
theories to stand, in the substance of them, stably on facts, 
wo are satisfied that they too will endure. But wo have 
still to glance at him, engaged in the work of practical 
criticism, when, his theories aside, he brings his living force 
to solve the artistic problems, to judge the artistic phenom- 
ena, of his time. Do we find soandnesa or unsoundness, 
consistency or inconsistency, here ? 

Withjn the compass of that classification which wo have 
quoted, there was range enough for diversity, both in 
degree, and nature, of power. Between the ideas of imita^ 
tion and the ideas of highest truth and relation, there was 
room for drudgino- iccuraey and for poetic invention. In 
his treatment f h la -u d artists, Mr. Buskin has acted 
in accordance hah y thus all-embracing. He has 
recognized tl m 11 m lebill of real worth : he has 
ascended to th H 1 ya f colossal power. , Since, how- 
ever, many m h f 1 an^ry if you did not count them 
clever, can perceive consistency m the straightness of a 
lamp-post, but not in the strong stem, dividing branches, 
and delicate foliage of a living tree, there have been critics 
without end to pronounce Ruskin inconsistent, 

Ruskin's practical criticism, in its true nature and e^en- 
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tial consistency, can be amply and pointedly illnstrated, 
"by a single antithetic ilhiBtration; his opinion of Turner 
in contrast or coincidence with his opimon of the prc- 
RaphEieUtea. 

"Within the first thirty pages which Ruskin ever gave 
to the world, marked applause was accorded to a piece 
of pure idealization, a touch of highest poetiy, from 
the pencil of Turner. In the fourth volume of MoAem 
Paitmrs, lai-ge space is devoted to a consideration of 
the distinctively poetic, the creative, imagination, of that 
punter. The imagmative power, which summons before 
the eye of its possessor, as if in vision or dream, forms and 
colors havmg no actual existence, but combining m a 
beauty higher than that of external nature, is there dis- 
tinctly contemplated ; xa attempt even is made,— no one 
but Ruskin could have dared it,— to enter, if we may so 
speak, the chambers of Turner's mind, and to watch his 
conceptions coming together. Explicit acknowledgment 
ia thus made, of the reality of the highest imaginative 
exertion, and it is set m the seat of supreme artistic honor. 
Yon must state facts very minutely in order to meet such 
critics as Buskm's ; else why should we malce these refer- 
ences at all ? Ia not Ruskm most of all distinguished as 
the expositor and eulogist of Turner, and is not Turner 
the greatest lam^cape poet that ever used a brusli ? No 
painter ever so dailngly magnified nature's foi-ms, none 
ever arranged them anew so superbly in novel combina- 
tions, as Turner. It is evident, therefore, that Knskin 
acknowledges, and with emphasis, that highest excellence 
in Art, which we may variously deagnate as the poetic, the 
ideal, the creative. 

Shortly after the appearance of the first volume of 
Modem Painters, there began to attract attention a re- 
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mai-kable aiiiJ original Bcltool of painting. It obtained the 
name of the pre-Raphaelite school, from professing the 
heliet; that a pemidoua conventionalism in Art dated fi-om 
the time of Raphael. On ita banner, it inscribed the 
word, Nature, The most conspicuous characteristic of it3 
handling was a daring, uncompromismg realism, and the 
most relentless of its realists was Evei-ard Millais. The 
newspaper wits were in a state of excitement and com- 
motion. The young paintera were pronounced a set of 
miserable imitators, who could do nothing better than 
trace cracks in brick walls, make you believe you saw a 
bundle of hay within a picture frame, and perform despi- 
cable little bits of ti-ickery with feathei-s and hairs. The 
general public was offended and repelled. The broad and 
distant horizon, the free sunlight, the pleasing sweeps of 
clond, the balanced masses of foliage, the regulated har- 
mony of color, all of which had been confidently looked for 
in a picture, were, in the pre-Eapbaelite paintings, looked 
for in vain. The brethren would give you only what they 
could see, so closely and so continuously, that they could 
paint it line by line and tint by tint. No flowing cloud, 
no undulating horizon, no breadth of woodland, had you 
here. You were compelled to cramp yourself into the 
comer of a room, to concentrate your attention on briars 
and twining roots in the smallest nook of the dell, to be 
happy if you got a bit of garden wall with the least pos- 
sible modicum, straight, level, uninteresting, of cloud. 
All this was mtolerable. But one thing seemed clear : — 
Ruskin, the unbounded admirer of Turner, the exultant 
defender of him who gave more of sky and horizon than 
any painter knoivn to Art, would join the public and the 
connoisseui-s, in scoui-ging these presumptuous youths into 
summary oblivion. Such, as we trust it is not unbecoming 
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to state, ■were precisely our own first impr^sions as to tlio 
relation which must subsist hetween Ruskin and the pre- 
Eaphaelites. "We were fresh from Modem Painters, and 
the intense gratification the work had afibrded to our love 
of nature had inspired us with ardor in the study of Art. 
With its exaltation of poetic thought over skiliiil execu- 
tion, we had heartily sympathiEed, Cordially, if oot veiy 
intelligently, had we agreed that the Flemish school might 
be " lefl in peace to count the spioula of haystacks and 
the hairs of donkeys." With unfeigned astonishment and 
perplexity, we heard that Rualdn defended the pre-Rapha- 
elites. We were at fault. If Ruskin admii-ed bareness, 
narrowness, ugliness, we thought we must have strangely 
misapprehended his words. The simple and honest com'se 
to puraue was, to read Mr, Ruskin'a own pamphlet on the 
subject. We did so; and had not proceeded far when 
we perceived, that our perplexity originated in partial 
knowledge of Ruskin, and in stDl more partial knowledge 
of the pre-Raphaelites. All that particularly offended ua 
in the pictures of the latter was, in itself^ displeasing to 
Ruskin, For narrowness, littleness, ugliness, in themselves, 
he had no defence. But beneath all these, he discerned a 
devotion, not selfish, not conceited, hut pm'e and mauly, to 
nature. He saw that the dexterities of the pre-RaphaeUtes 
were not performed for their own sakes, but in determined 
adherence to fact. He saw that the brothers were on the 
right way, and he proclaimed it. He met our every objec- 
tion in a manner more precise and explicit than we conld 
have pointed out, by bringing together- and compaiing 
Turner and Millais. In the one, there was the eye of an 
eagle and the soul of a poet ; the other had an eye like a 
microscope and oiiltivated unflinching reahsm : bat both, as 
students of Art, sab at the feet of Natui-e. The pre-Rapha- 
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elites, Euskin distinctly asserted, were yet but scholars. 
They were parted fi-om Turner by a lifetime of study, 
euch as few men ever had passed through, and by pos- 
session of genius, such as appears once in ages : but where 
Turner had learned his highest lessons, they had also gone 
to learn. It was plain tliat Ruskin was perfectly consist- 
ent; and a more accurate acquaintance with pre-Raphaelite 
principles, Mded by a more cai-eful consideration of Ens- 
liin's words, coidd hardly have failed, even witliout his 
own explanation, to exhibit that consistency. For, in the 
first volume of Modem I'aintsrs, occurred the following 
passage. As one penises it he cannot help askmg in amaze- 
ment, why, whenever Ruskin addresses young painters, 
young whether in years oi- in facidty, he is assailed as if he 
were addressing old, and why, whenever lie praises the 
works of genius fully developed, he is accused of inconsis- 
tency for not similarly pi-^ing the works of beginners. 

"From young artists," said Ruskm long ago, "nothing 
ought to be tolerated but simple bona fide imitation of 
nature. They have no business to ape the execution of 
mastei-s ; to utter weak and disjointed repetitions of other 
men's words, and mimic the gestures of the preacher, with- 
out understanding his meaning or sharing in his emotions. 
We do not want their crude ideas of composition, their 
unformed conceptions of the Beautiful, their unsystema- 
tized expei'iments upon the siiblime. We scorn their ve- 
locity; for it is without direction; we reject their decision ; 
for it is without gromide : we contemn theii- composition ; 
for it is without materials : we reprobate their choice ; for 
it is without comparison. Theii' duty is neither to choose, 
nor compose, nor imagine, nor experimentalize ; but to be 
humble and earnest in following the steps of nature, and 
tracing the finger of God. Nothing is so had a symptom, 
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in the ■work of young ai'tJsts, as too much dexterity of 
handling ; for it is a sign that they are satisfied with their 
■work, and have tried to do nothing more than they were 
able to do. Their work should bo full of failures ; for 
these are the signs of eifoils. They should keep to quiet 
coloi'S, grays and browns ; and, making the earliei" works 
of Turner their example, as his latest ai-e to be their object 
and emulation, should go to nature with all singlene^ of 
heai-t, and walk with her laboriously and trustingly, having 
no other thoughts but how best to penetrate her meaning, 
and remember her instruction ; rejecting nothing, selecting 
nothing, and scorning nothing; believing all things to be 
right and good, and rejoicing always in the truth. Then, 
when their memories are stored, and their imaginations 
fed, and their hands firm, let thera take up the scarlet 
and the gold, give the reins to their ihncy, and show us 
what their heads are made of. We will follow them wher- 
ever they choose to lead; we will check at nothing; they 
are then our masters, and are fit to he so. They have 
placed themselves above our crifcicLam, and we Tvill listen 
to thdr words in all faith and humility; but not unless 
they themselves have hefme bowed, in the same submission, 
to a higher Authority and blaster." 

Tho man who thus recognizes every order of excellence, 
from Turnerism to pre-Raphaelitism, must be substantially 
sound as a critic of Ai-t. As we listen to his commendations 
of realism, we have only to inquire whether, as an Art- 
education, nature ought to be jjaramount or not ? It need 
scarcely be added, that, though Ruskin denounces artistlq 
slavery to any master, his whole exposition and vindication 
of Turner evince that he can joyfully learn from all njasters, 
BO far as they are interpreters of nature, or exhibit true 
thought and emotion. He will gladly take the hand of 
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Raphael to lead him to those fields of study where Raphael 
learned to be what he was; he ivill earnestly strive to 
enter into the moods of mind in which Raphael conceived 
or executed : but he will not stand close up to the caavas 
of Raphael, letting it shut out the light of heaven and the 
loveliness of eaitli, and steal from him the thoaghts and 
fectB which nature gave to him alone. 

Has Ruskin's criticism of individual artists, pre-Raphaelite 
or other, coiTesponded with the view we have just talten, 
the fiicts we have just adduced? Has he neglected to 
inform the pre-Raphaelites of their failings, to shake them 
out of their crotchets? Has he shunned to mate siich a 
remark as that the painting of truthful ugliness is the 
" Wemesis of pre-Raphaelitism," indefensible in itself, thoun-h 
to be laid at the door of those who goaded the pre-RapIiael- 
ites into fractiousness ? Has he refused to acknowledge 
diverse excellence, to turn from the crystal transparency, 
and outline shai-p as a knife-edge, of John Lewis, to the 
pouring skies and matted herbage of David Cox, bestow- 
ing words of ai'dent commendation on both? Has he 
overlooked the tender feeling hiding behind imperfect 
execution in the pictures of Hook, because he prizes the 
rugged iacts of Millais ? He does not piaise now as he 
praised Turner : he waits until a Tiu'ncr rise. 

The Dutch school may deserve one other word. Mr. 
Rnekin's willingness to conagn all its productions to an 
auto dafe looks at fii-st smgnlai-. Were the expressions he 
has used regarding it nnqnalified by the context and by the 
rest of his works, they might admit of no defence. The 
Dutch painters deseiwe deep respect as accurate naiTators 
of fact, and as honestly representative of a national charac- 
ter. But considered in connection with the whole aim and 
development of Art, the Dutch school is without, hesitation 



by Google 



S20 JOHN RUSKIN. 

to be condemned. With, all Iiis admiration for artistic 
truth, Kuskin'8 Ai't-instinct is far too sonnd to permit him. 
to forget that the end of Art ia beauty, that her eye is ever 
upwards. Tlie Dutch artists, with the exceptions he 
expressly makes, Rubens, Vandyke, Ilembi-aiidt, rested in 
their work. They did not press up and up, until the light 
of common day paled in the higher imaginative radiance 
never seen on sea or shore. The tendency of a devoted 
study of their works might be to prevent artists from thus 
perpetually going on. They were a pre-Raphaelite school 
struck, at a certain point, with bhndness. Had Buskin 
wholly approved them, his admu-ation of pre-Baphaelitism 
would have been a sanction of its crudities, not a hope for 
its perfection, and his praise of Turner, not the pinnacle of 
a symmetrical building, but a contradiction. Thus, as is 
always the case, a real consistency is most triumphantly 
vindicated in and through an apparent inconsistency. 

One thing Ruskin has always condemned without quali- 
fication, and, besides of course, pure falsehood and sloven- 
liness, it alone : The manufacture of poetry in form and 
color, the prodnction of great pictures by conventional 
rules. Ko attempt to ape genius can either escape or 
propitiate him : a thousand academies, chanting the praises 
of cultured and pretentious mediocrity, would not daunt 
him in his assault upon it. 

It has been objected to Raskin, and, not perhaps so inap- 
propriately as may appeal', by one who proclaims that in 
the application of his intellectual powers there is " not one 
single great moral quality," that he forces upon Art a moral 
respondbility. An unbif^sed consideration of Mr. Ruskin's 
own words shows that he demands of landscape Art what 
he finds in nature, a tendency, namely, to awalten certain 
great and elevating ideas. A man of religion, a Christian, 
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finds that aJl such ideas lead him up tovai'ds his Father in 
heaven, and Raskin, being thus led in nature, has to deplore 
the twofold fiict, that ancient Ai't does not so lead him, 
and that Art in general has hitherto exhibited no power of 
so leading men. He demands, in Art, earnestness, simplic- 
ity, trathfulness, humility, knowmg that, when tlie heait 
is i-ightly strung, it will, by these, be turned in the direction 
of Him who is the source of all such good gifts. The idea 
of tm-ning all Art into allegory, or of contriving landscapes 
to suggest ethical doctrines or moral maxims, would be to 
him as abhorrent, as the idea of graving wise saws on the 
rocks, or pasting the trees with good advice from the copy 
books. Yet we should omit a chai'aoteristic, without a con- 
sideration of which it is impossible to form a comprehension 
of Buskin's mind and writings, if we did not take into 
account his religious earnestness, his Christian piety. Of 
this he cannot divest himself: if Art required him to divest 
himself of it, he would abandon Art. Whether the reality 
and depth of his Christianity have affected the soundness 
of Ilia artistic views, the reader must now judge for himself 
There was no reason why they should have done so and 
they have not. On the other hand, they have led him into 
regions of pare and beautiful thought, little known to 
critics ; they have cast over his whole works a softened yet 
steady-beaming glory, a benign and tranquil splendor ; 
they have caused to break out, ever and anon, as it were 
tones of music, which waft you gently upwai'ds, leaving 
material beauty for spiritual, the things of eaith for the 
things of heaven. He has, as we saw, shown that Poetry 
and Science, though different, are Sisters ; and as he shows 
them they are looking towai'ds God for his light to fiitl 
upon both. Therefore it is that the works of Ruskin stand 
apart from all that has ever been written on Art. They 
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connect themselves witti wliat is greatest and holiest in 
human duty and devotion, with what is most solemn and 
benign in the ways of God to man. The following passage 
may illustrate these remarks. The author has been consid- 
ering the characteristic of repose in works of Art. In 
accordance with his uniform method of broadly human 
treatment, he traces the nobleness of the quality in its 
highest manifestations; — 

" But that which in hfeless things ennobles them by seem- 
ing to indicate life, ennobles higher creatures by indicating 
the exaltation of their earthly vitality into a Divine vitality ; 
and raising the life of sense into the hfe of faith : faith, 
whether we receive it in the sense of adherence to resolu- 
tion, obedience to law, regardfdness of promise, in which 
fi'om all time it has been the test, as the shield of the true 
being and life of man ; or in the still higher sense of trust- 
fulness in the presence, kindness, and word of God, in 
which form it has been exhibited nndei- the Christian 
dispensation ; for, whether in one or other form — whether 
the faithfulness of men whose path is chosen and portion 
fixed, in the following and receiving of that path and por- 
tion, as in the Thei-mopylse camp, or the happier faithfulness 
of children in the good giving of their Father, and of 
subjects in the conduct of their King, as in the ' Stand 
still and see the salvation of God ' of the Red Sea shore — 
there is rest and pe^cefulness, the 'standing still' in both, 
the quietness of action determined, of spirit nnalarmed, of 
expectation unimpatient : beautiful even when based only, 
as of old, on the self-command and self-possession, the per- 
sistent dignity or the uncalcniating love of the creature ; 
but more beautiful y^t, when the rest is one'of humility, 
instead of pride, and the trust no more in the resolution we 
have taken, but in the hand we hold," 
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Mr. RusHn's -writinga afford three or four instances of 
slips in reasoning, so manifest and so avoidable, that they 
seem intentionally thrown in the way of those critics who 
win always insist tipon foi-ming the estimate of a field of 
wheat fl-oni its half-dozen bad ears. Thus, in one place, an 
appeal on behalf of the decaying monuments of architec- 
tural Art is founded on an analogy between wasting one's 
own time and wasting that of one's ancestora. This is an 
ai-gument which one cares not to answer. Logic is unneces- 
sary m the case ;— foi-raal logic, indeed, as Mr. Macaulay, 
and we suppose muititiides before Mr. Macaulay, remai-ked 
long ago, is not used in the thinking operations of any 
man ; — the intuitive eenee of every one simply rejects it. 
If, however, it had to be explicitly shown to be unsound, 
the task could be performed in a moment. You do not 
waste your own time, first, because it may be turned to 
account by yourself, because it is of value to you, second, 
because you are responsible for it. But a dead man has 
had all the value out of his time that he can have ; and 
death has forever closed his account of responsibihty. A 
man's feme may be fiiched from him after his death ; bat 
would you call destroying a man's renown synonymons with 
wasting his time ? Whether there is any conceivable sense 
in which a living man can waste a dead man's time is doubt- 
ful, or i-ather not doubtful ; but no human reason, unless 
nodding, will i-ecognize a parallel between wasting your 
own time when alive, and wastmg your father's when he is 
dead. With the object in furthei-ance of which Mr. Ruskin 
adduced this strange argument, we cordially sympathize. 
Again, in a volume very recently published, Mr. Ruskin 
deciai-ea his preference for drawing, as a part of the educa- 
tion of childi-en, to writmg. No one, ho ai'gues, can draw 
without benefitting himself and his fellows ; few can wi-it.e, 
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without doingnogood,— if we remember correctly Ms lan- 
guage is even stronger,— to either. Of the extreme useful- 
ness of drawing, considered educationally, we ai-e convinced. 
But to compare it with that art by which human feelmg 
is, in absence, all communicated, and which must be 
regarded, side by side with reading, as one of those gi-eat 
pillars on which all education rests, and to which all educa- 
tion is secondary, is to propound an obvions paradox. 
Next, and here a better show of defence can be made, Mr. 
Ruskin, immediately after declaring it "probable" that " the 
ciitical and executive faculties are in gi-eat part independent 
of each other," allows himself to assert, that " a certain 
power of drawing is indispemaMe to the critic of Art." 
Had any word but " indispensable " been here used, it 
might have passed. But this word puts in pei-il the vital 
piinciple involved in the very nature of Art, and without 
the clear acknowledgment of which we believe dilettantism 
can never be destroyed or even met, that its effect is totally 
independent of its methods of production. It is not an 
easy thing to be able to foi-m a correct judgment on works 
of Art. The power is in proportion to the accuracy and 
width of knowledge, posseted of man and nature; and 
such knowledge, if we inquire, is seldom either accurate or 
wide. To give precision to observations made by the 
senses, the power of drawing cannot perhaps be exag- 
gei'ated. But it is only by enabhng one to know nature, 
that drawing asdsts him in judging of Art. If the faculty 
of obsei'vation is naturally so acute, and has been so heed- 
fully exercised, that it cannot be deceived as to the form or 
hue of cloads or foliage, as to the aspects of passion or the 
linos of thought, it qualifies its possessor to be a critic in 
Art. Do you requii-e to know the mysterious propei-ties by 
which the sunbeams and the metal produced the likeness, 
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ia order to Bay whether the daguerreotype haa succeeded in 
rendering the features of your friend ? To say that one 
mast he able to draw in order to judge of Painting is to 
say tbat, in order to judge of Poetry, one must not only he 
able to read, must not only have the power of placing its 
visions before his eyes, but must be able to versify. A 
fourth instance of inadvertency is found in Mr. Kuskin's 
sharp attack upon Macaulay, for having, in his essay upon 
Moore's Life of Byron, spoken ia a sneering tone of the pic- 
tures of Pai-adise in old Bibles. The pomt which cannot 
fitil to strike every reader is, that Mr. Macaulay did not con- 
sider these pictures at all in their symbolic significance, 
that he contrasted them, as dehneations of an actual Para- 
dise, with delineations tme to nature, and that, so contrast- 
ing them, he pronounced them, as Mr. Ruskin doubtless 
would, absurd. The cii-cumstaiioe that Macaulay spoke of 
the sets of pictures solely in illustration, both made it 
legitimate for bim to place them in any opposition he chose, 
and put it out of the question that he should contemplate 
the deliberate condemnation of either. Tou may say that a 
bishop's mitre, considered as a mere coveiing for the head, 
is absurd in comparison with a wide-awake ; but you would 
not therefore speak disrespectfully of the mitre. Once 
more, Mr. Ruskin has assailed, with a violence the less 
defensible that it is incidental, " metaphysicians and philos- 
ophers." These " are, on the whole, the greatest troubles 
the world has got to deal with." The metaphysician or 
philosopher ia specially defined to he " an affected Thinker, 
who supposes his thinking of any other importance than as 
it tends to work." If Mr, Ruskin will accept a definition 
of work in accordance with hia own noble doctrine of 
utility, laid down in the commencement of the second 
volume of Modern J'ainters, we shall agree with him in 
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deniraiKang all bucTi persons as these. But we have yet to 
learn that Kant was a less practical thinker than Plato, or 
that Plato was less a metaphysician than Kant ; while we 
look in vam for affected tliiukere among the Fichtea and 
Hamiltons of recent times. If Mr. Ruskin had given the 
names of those whom he adviKes prudent people to bi-nsh 
ont of their way "like spiders," ive might have agreed with 
him or we might not. But hia words will be understood as, 
on the whole, deprecating the study of metaphysics, and 
as such we regret them. It would of course he absurd to 
enter here upon a eulogium or defence of the most sublime 
studies, theology excepted, in which the intellect of man 
can be engaged : but why should Mr. Ruskin thus gratui- 
tously strive to alienate that audience, which, of all others, is 
most fitted to learn of him, and of which it is the highest 
compliment that we can pay him to say that he is worthy 
to he the teacher ? 

A few more instances of unwariness or inaccuracy might 
he culled from Mr. Ruskin's works. But considering the 
Toluminousness of his writings, it is altogether absurd to 
view them in any other light than that in which we re- 
gard the noddings of Homer, or the grammatical and geo- 
graphical shps of Shakspeare. They are, for one thing,- 
utterly insufficient to fumiah an excuse for the manner in 
which critics have treated Ruskin. We deliberately assert 
that several of these have earned the just indignation of 
Ruskin'H audience, that is, of the educated world. The 
writer in the ^larlerly whose absolute blindness to the 
whole meaning of Ruskin in his system of criticism, we 
think we have already shown, and who is understood to be 
no less imposing a personage than Sir Chni-ies Eastlake, not 
only says that hia intellectual qualities are guided by no 
moral principle whatever, that the truth of hia conclusions 
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is to him " no object in the process of reasoning," but adds 
that "his writings have all the qualities of premature old 
age — its coldness, callousness, and contraction." It is our 
firm belief that there is not, in the whole range of litera- 
ture, an expression more amazuig, more incomprehensible 
than this last. We do not answer it : certainly not. We 
only request readei-s, first to read any volume or any pnge 

of Ruskin's, and then to ponder, one by one, the words^ 

coldness, — caJlousness, — contraction, — as a description of 
the author's spirit. But the charge of want of controlling 
principle, of regardlesanesa of truth in conclusions, amounts 
to a charge of utter falsity ; if our verdict is afflimative, we 
convict Mr. Enskm of bemg, not only a scoundrel, but a 
scoundrel of the deepest dye, at once false and hypocritical. 
If all Mr. Ruskin has ever alleged agsunst livuig artists were 
concentrated into one thunderbolt, it would lall like a rocket 
compared ivith this. To make such an accusation without 
ample and indubitable proof was surely to iim the risk of 
being excluded fi'om all honorable society. And what is 
Sir Chai-les'e proof? Why, in the firet place, we hear of 
Ruskin's "reviluigs of aU that is most sacied in the pa=t, 
and his insults to ail who are most sensitive in the present." 
This about reviling the sacred past is, let us plainly say, 
insufferable drivel. Ruskin feels, and has expressly said, 
that the dead can be pained by no criticism ; and it is an 
insult to common sense, to call in question a man's moral 
integrity, because he rabs the gilt from ancient names. As 
for insults to the living, the reference is, no doubt, chiefly 
to the pamphlets on the Academy Exhibitions. ■ It so hap- 
pens that we agree with neariy every word of the first of 
these, which alone could be chaigedwith seveiity, and with 
no word of it more cordially, according to our humble 
capacity, than that which condemns Sir Chai-les Eastlake's 
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insipid and mawkish Beatrice. There ia nothing in the 
pamphlet which a gentleman miglit not have written, and 
which gentlemen might not accept. It may perhaps be, 
that artiste in general will not thank tlie president, for 
leading na to believe, that they all take to whimpering, when 
Rnskin, never casting a shadow of reflection on theii' moral 
qualities, points boldly and bluntly out their artistic sliort- 
cominga. But there is another department of pi'oof, by 
which" Sir Charlea would establish Mr. Ruskin's complete 
moral worthlessnesiS. He quotes several of those expressions 
in which the latter reflects on the want of faith exhibited, as 
he believes, at the present time, in the inanity of fashion- 
able amusements, and such things, and we are to take these 
expressions as satisfactoiy evidence of " malice, bitterness, 
and uncharitableness." Readers must refer to pp. 405, 406, 
vol. 196, of the Quarterly Hevieio for this extraordinaiy pas- 
sage. It is Sir Charles's last dai-ing attempt to set reason, 
sense, and even credibility, at defiance. We shall not ask 
whether there may be reasons for attacking the faithless, 
frivolous and selfish, besides malice, bitterness and uncharit- 
ableness. Nor is it worth while to ask the honorable Sir 
Charles why he has not seen fit to quote, say, the appeals 
made by RusMn on behalf of the Swiss peasants, as well as 
the attacks on the follies of London. But is it not delight- 
ful to fignre the indignation of this virtuous president, 
ag^nst two such moral monsters as Mr. Carlyle and Mr. 
Thackeray ? By bringing so grave and definite a charge 
agiunst Ml'. Ruskin, and supporting it as he has done. Sir 
Charles Eastlake puts himself in a position which few men 
would like to occupy I 

The pert, penny-a-Iining flippancy, with which the Edin- 
burgh Heview attacked Ruskin might best be treated with 
silent contempt. But there is one point in its article, to 
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wMch allusion may be made, The reviewer notices that 
autobiographical pass^e to which we bad occasion to 
i-efer; and his mode of noticing it is a passing sneer. 
Now it admits of no doubt whatever, that the question 
as to how a critic's system is connected with hia natural 
endowment, is al-\raya of importance; and the question is 
in the case of Ruskin of more express and essential moment 
than in any other. When yon clear away all else, yon find 
that the grand, central affirmation, which he makes in the 
face of the world, is, that he lias brought into -view a 
certain number of the facts of nature. From this, all his 
teaching brandies out : on this, all hia theories are, in one 
sense or other, based. Take from him the circumstance 
of having made a truthful interpretation, an authentic 
revelation, of nature, and you take from him everything : 
leave him this, and it is, as we said, imposisible, on any 
hypothesis, that his system can be destroyed, save in the 
way in which a sterling currency is destroyed when it is 
re-stamped. This being so, it was of the htst importance 
for the world to know that he had been pre-eminently 
fitted, by original endowment, for making observations 
upon natural appearance ; and to have turned aside, when 
it came dii-ectly in his way to give information"" on the 
point, would have been to display an unmanly and effemi- 
nate sensitiveness. In the sneer of the Edinburgh reviewer, 
therefore, there was a twofold insult : to the nation, whom 
he pretended to insti'uct : to the man, whom he pretended 
to understand. 

But perhaps neither Sir Ciharles Eastlake's downright 
accusation of malice, un charitableness, and regardlessnesa 
of truth, in one word, of total reprobacy and worthlessness, 
nor the piteous frivolity of the last-mentioned imbecile, can 
be pronounced, on the whole, so base and beggarly, aa one 
28* 
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of the attack^ oocuiiing mcilentiUy in a rimllii ^ liiil 
of article, nnde ipon I! i kin in. Slacki ood Ti i, Mutei 
of conrse disco^eis indubitible ineon«isten( i m liii I m a 
■works. Since, in oidei to Lnoiv whether t system k con 
sistent or not, to i must be of siiffitient mental compisi to 
embrace it, aa a whole, mthin yom sphere of intellectna! 
vision, we should prol ibly hai e to mil e imp artiiit modi 
fieations in the view ^t e hai e presented of Ru I m and his 
Bystem, if critics of a certain order did not find both incon- 
sistent. Having discovered hia inconsistency, the critic 
proceeds to account for it. Here imitation, and the finish 
resulting only in imitation, and both the finish and the 
imitation that end only in themselves, are decried ; there 
truth is exalted, and the finbh subservient to truth ia 
praised. Over this remarkable contradiction, the expert 
critic brings his little lamp. He has found itl Ruskin 
wanted to praise when be liked and blame when he liked, 
according as whim or malice prompted, and so he put in 
two different rales, that he might use the one at one time 
and the other at another. The fear and dread of such 
terrible ci-itica as this small ebon dwarf lay upon Ruskin, 
and so he contrived an elaborate trick, he uttered a deliber- 
ate lie, that he might have a weapon against them in the 
day of battle. We hope it was not Professor Aytoun who 
propounded this theory. The writers in Blackwood toady 
him so pitiably, that neither general rumor, nor internal 
evidence, can make you perfectly certain that an article is 
by him and not an imitation. By discovering what a man 
finds in the character or system of another, one is led with 
peculiar accuracy to the truth concerning the essential 
nature of himself We should experience a feeling of 
strange and painful repulsion from the man, in whose breast 
there dwelt a sympathy, casting so foul and dingy a light 
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as this. We should really not like to lie capable of making 
this discovery in connection with Rnskin. "We should fear 
that there was some baseness, dai-k, deep-lying, insidioiia, 
nestling about our heart and polluting aJI its streams. Such 
& perception of moral taint has surely in it something of 
recognition/ Professor Aytoim is indeed no poet, except 
EG fi»r aa is implied in a certain command over that mechan- 
ical part of poetry, which Milton, speaking of Dryden, 
distinguished as versification j and his character and poetiy 
seem on the whole a very pertinent exemplification of what 
greatness is not. But he has one quality, both real and 
precious, which, we shall hope, rendered it impossible for 
him to find, in all the enthusiasm of feeling and glory of 
description, exhibited in the works of Ruskin, simply the 
paraphernalia of a small, nasty lie. Professor Aytoun 
possesses a talent of genial banter, all his own. It is play- 
ful yet manly, brilliant yet full of warm humor. If the 
vein is not so deep as Thackeray's, we suspect it is more 
rare. Thackeray has done nothing like The Maid of t^ 
Fherson. The perception and appreciation of the two 
aspects of Highland chai'acter, that of this piece and that 
of the Cavalier balJads, shows a dramatic pliancy and 
amplitude of mind really fine. Professor Aytoun's banter 
could not be at present spared fi-om British literature ; it is 
unique, and we could not supply its place. "We shall hope 
it was not he who an-ived at this theoiy touching Ruskin. 

The whole phenomenon of the author of Modem Faint- 
ers and his critical assailants, the mode in which they 
attack him and the relation in which they stand to liim, is 
singular and anomalous. About two hundred years ago, 
the London theatres were ringing with the applause of the 
dramatists of the Restoration. Pit, boxes, gallery, coffee- 
Louse, court, echoed their renown. Meanwhile, in obloquy 



by Google 



S32 JOHN KUSKIN. 

and obscurity, John Milton was dictating Paradise Lost. 
Deafened by the shouts in their ears, dazzled by the glare 
of lamps and tinsel, the Congrcves and Wycherlys knew 
nothing of him. The dramas of the Restoration are fast 
settlmg into that abyss of darkness, which swallows the 
meteors of the night and the glimmering exhalations of the 
fen. Faradiae Lost is rising higher and higher above the 
mountain-tops of the world, still in the morning of its fame. 
Confident in the applause of Academies, strong in the 
renown of Reviews, blatant mediocrity attempts to cry 
down Ruskin. But he has told the world new truth, and 
the world will do him justice if he bide his time, Medi- 
ocrity may have it for years, but not for ages. 

And he has not been without his rewai'd. He has ex- 
tended a magnificent patron^e to those artists who reviled 
him. That is a reward which he can appreciate, "Was not 
Action hunted by the base hounds he fed, and that because 
he, too, caught a glimpse of the Beautiful ? But there are 
artists who can appreciate Ruskin; andthepre-Raphaelite 
School, if not his expi-ess intellectual progeny, at least con- 
forms to his rules. A critic in the National Review, veiy 
different from those we have noticed, has recognized the 
supremacy of his knowledge of nature, and may, by more 
full consideration, learn that it is the accidental manifestar 
tion, rather than the real character, of his mind, which is 
one-sided. It has been acknowledged in the Times that, let 
artists say what they will, he fii-st made the public really- 
aware what a pdnter they had in Tumer. Best of all, the 
young intellect of Great Britain has heard his voice, the 
great heart of the nation has owned the might of his genius. 
The clouds of conventionalism, which have brooded over 
Europe for centuries, have been touched by his shafts of 
light and must gradually disappeai-. He has been a recon- 
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cUer between Art and mankind, leading Ai-t into tlie lowly- 
paths of life, setting Ai't by the household fiie, and aston- 
ishing men by the iufoi-niation, that the smile on her face is 
actually warm and human. Let him not hear the critics ! 
Let him not be baited into indignation ; let him not permit 
his sympathies to be cliilled by the companionship of con- 
tempt 1 Let him reveal those visions which God has given 
him only to see among the hills ; let him tell us, as he only 
can, of the streams that run among the vsdleys ; and let him 
leave to those who have candidly read him, that small vent 
for their gratitude, which they may find in answering his 
critics. 
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Theee ia a great deal in this rough-hewn, boisterous, not 
vely exquisitely mannered century, froni whicli the whole 
class of dilettants and fine gentlemen turn aside. There 
has heen no age in the world, and, until man radically 
altera there will be none, in which the gninea's stamp has 
not more or less di-awTi away men's eyes from the real 
gold. The nineteenth century has its own sycophancies 
and idolatries, its ovm Sir John Paula and Barnuras. But 
set Mrly in comparison with other times, our epoch seems 
to be incontrovertibly distinguished by the scope it affords 
to real human faculty, and the willingness with wliich it 
recognizes a man when it sees him. He has now a poor 
chance who places his reliance upon ribands and parch- 
ment. He puts himself in an unenviable position who 
would now presume himself, on the strength of heraldic 
distinctions and well-filled purse, in a position to do honor, 
by the expression of his approval, or the bestowal of his 
company, to the man of genius who has forced hia way 
from the ranks. Even within sixty years, a considerable 
advance has been made in this respect within the Bntish 
Islands, There was something of the luxuiy of a haughty 
condescension, not nnmingled with self-applause, in the re- 
ception of Bums by Edmburgh grandiosity at the close of 
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last oentuiy. There was a serene ooraplacency in the smil- 
ing, aa if it ivere peculiarly beaiitifnl and praiseworthy in 
people so fine and lofty to encourage the really entertaining 
and talented plonghman. With rather an effort of kind- 
ness, they patronized then- king! Alexander Smith, his 
birth as humble as that of Buras, and comiug some sixty 
years after him, finds a strong figure in the loathing with 
which he would spurn a rich man's dole, whether, doubt- 
less, of patronage or of pay. Tennyson, the poet of the 
most refined culture, sees that feudalism with all its appor- 
tionment of honor, has become a joke: — 

" Tnist me, Clara Vere de "Vcre, 

Fi'om j'on blue lieaven above us bent, 
Tlie grand old gardener and his wife 
Suiilo at the claims of long descent" 

The dnke who would come to confer distinction on Hugh 
Miller, by taking Ids hand and showing him a little conn 
tenance, would get himself simply covered with dension 
A man stands now more solely and independently on the 
pedestal of his individuality, than was ever the cine befoie 
And no man is in this more strildngly repiesentxtiie of 
his time than he of whom we here speak. What Hugh 
Miller is and has, be owes entirely to himself In tbe finn, 
delibei-ate planting of bis heavy step, in tbe quiet, wide- 
open determination of his eye, in the unagitated, unaffected, 
self-relying dignity of his whole g^t and deportment, you 
behold the man who feels that, whatever his origin, he 
may, without pride or presumption, measure himself by 
the standard of his manhood, and so look every man, of 
what station soever, in the :&ce. 

Hugh Miller's education may also be pronounced if not 
distinctive of the nineteenth century, yet highly character- 
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istic of it. Theoretic education, the education of letters, 
is ill Ilia case rather peculiarly Wended with the education 
of practice. He is one of the strong men who, amid the 
sternest toil of mechanical employment, have hecome ac- 
quahited, and that not cursorily and superficially but syste- 
matically and profoundly, with those stores of hook-tnowl- 
edge now open to all, if only they have learned to read 
and have natm-al force not to be daunted by difficulty : yet 
his character has derived its brawn and sinew from prac- 
tice, from the rough jostling and wrestling of life. He has 
all along been a man of action. Bom of a wild, strong, 
detei-mined kindred, who seem from of old to have lived a 
hfe of " stuvb and strife," and in a rank of life just suffi- 
raently high to save him from knowing the pangs of want, 
the world-oyster was to him very firmly closed, but he was 
the kind of man to open it. Roughing it in the quarry or 
barrack, seizing the brief intervals of labor to heap up 
knowledge which a tenacious memory never lost, losing 
no opportunity, ever ready to strike occasion in its flight, 
he suddenly emerged Into public view, an expert literaiy 
■workman, and with store of scientific information, the fruit 
of original discovery, aulfioient to secure him a place among 
the first physical philosophers of his time. Too long a stone- 
mason to be ever sleeked down into the smooth drawing- 
room gentleman, rugged, shaggy, burly, like a rough-hewu 
statue of old red sandstone, he was yet possessed of a very 
high intellectual culture, familiar with the discussions which 
have agitated philosophical schools, intimately acquainted 
with liis country's poetry, and master of a style which 
reminded one of Addison. 

His school education was meagre. Through life, he has 
learned more by the eye than by the ear, and he did not 
find much to interest him in the instructions of the village 



by Google 



HUGH MILLER. 3S7 

pedagogue. He commenced Latin. But he found nothing 
to attract him in the rudiments of the language. They 
were exceedingly dry, and he saw no prospect of their 
becoming ahve or useful. He felt his eyes handaged, and 
he would not open his month to receive the necessary 
though nnpalatable faro. He experienced precisely such 
a craving for the tangible and praetioa], as made Arnold, 
when a boy, refuse to master quantities and accents, and 
turn from "words" to "things." But Arnold regi-etted 
his early refusal, and Miller has still more reason to lament 
his boyish aversion to Latin. Wo may remai'k in pasamg, 
that though it ought to be the aim of eveiy teacher to 
cast, hy his skill, an interest over the barest matters, it is 
an indubitable principle in eai'ly education, that the pupil 
should receive much blindfold, without either liking or un- 
derstanding it. Both for the cultui-o of fiiculty, and in 
order to prepare a man for the many cases in life, in which 
be will have to proceed imfeltering, when, for a time, the 
interest flags, and the i-esult is obscure or uncertain, this is 
a principle of capital importance. 

The fact, however, was so, that Hugh Mller left school 
without gaining even an initial acquaintance with the an- 
cient languages. It is in perfect consistence with all which 
can be urged in honor of the present and the practical, to 
avow a feeling of regret on account of this cii'cumstance. 
True it is, that there exists a vast and noble modern litera^ 
ture, and that the man who knows modem history and a 
few modem languages, has undergone a very valuable intel- 
lectual training. Yet it is a fact, at no time to be foi'got- 
ten, that every man is "heir of all the ages" behind him, 
that, in virtue of his intellect, imagination, and sympathy, 
he may connect himself with earliest times, that he may en- 
rich and exercise his mind by a sympathizing acquaintance 
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with every form of national and individnd life, and every 
masterpiece of mind, which the centuries hehmd him can 
show. The past may be compared to a great, ever-ascend- 
ing pyramid, to -which each generation has added a layer 
or stratum, and from the top of which each generation, as 
it emerges into the light of the present, may see further 
than its predecessor. Education Is In every age more diffl- 
onlt than In the preceding. But the rewai-d increases In 
exact proportion to the labor : the higher the pyi-amid to 
be ascended, the wider the prospect to be obtained. And 
it is predsely the strong man, the man endowed with great 
powers of intellectual vision, who will profit moat largely 
by the extension of the horizon. Hugh Miller, with his 
fine, scholarly memoiy, and calm comprehensiveness of 
glance, is just the man we should like to have seen stand- 
ing on the pyramid of the past. 

It . may seem strange, but we must confess that our 
regret that Hugh MiUer did not at an early period ac- 
quaint himself with the hmguages of antiquity is con- 
firmed rather than removed by a consideration of his 
style. That style we liave aheady alluded to in tei-me 
of commendation ; and it were not easy to confer on It 
too high praise. Dr. Buckland did not sci-ui>le to infoi-m 
the- world, that he "would give his left h.and to possess 
such powers of description" as Hugh MiUer. Recollect- 
ing the staid and prosaic habits of professors, we cannot 
but feel that Dr. Biickknd must have been very much 
struck indeed. The style in question is one of very rare 
excellence. Easy, fluent, clear, and expressive, it adapts 
itself, hke a silken shawl, to every swell, and motion, and 
curve of a subject. It la graphic yet not extravagant, 
strong -without vociferation, measured without formality, 
plassieally phaste yet pleasingly adorned. It has the soft 



by Google 



nUGII MILLER, 339 

flow and easy cadence which mai-bed the best distinctive 
styles of the eighteenth century, stubboraed with some- 
thing of the sterner music of the nineteenth. Sach a style 
belongs only to men of geniiia, Eich, lucid, pictorial, it 
casts fesdnation over the old armor of the pteriehtliys, or 
shows a whole geographical district at one view, the physi- 
ognomic featm-es strongly brought out, and the whole 
robed in a beauty at once poetic and scientific. 

Tet, we repeat, it seems to us matter for regi-et, in a 
linguistic point of view, tliat Hugh Miller tamed away 
from the portals of antiqmty. The almost univei-sally 
received canon of English style, that it ought to be 
estremely Saxon, we venture to call in question. It 
appears rather to be the case that Saxon may be generally 
trusted to take cai-e of itself, and that mass, majesty, 
power, and deep, rhythmic cadence, are best secured by 
an infusion of the Latin element. The grandest prose 
styles in the language are cased in the Roman armor. 
The " cathedi-al music " of Milton was toned by the classic 
tongues, Johnson went, no doubt, to an unnatural esce^, 
yet the power exercised by his style when he used it must 
not be overlooked. Burke was a classical scholar. So, 
with emphasis, was Gibbon. De Quincey, Cariyle, Ruskin, 
and Macaulay, the most wondei-ful stylists of our day, 
are aU iamiliai- with the ancient languages. It were, 
perhaps, bold to assert that this element is absolutely 
necessary to an English style of the highest order. Bu^ 
the instances cited, together with the fiict that very impor- 
tant comjjonent parts of oui- langus^e — parts which 
embraee more than mere words, and must have influenced 
the very idiom of the tongue — are derived fi-om antiquity, 
may sufficiently vindicate the declaration, that Hugh Mil- 
ler's style would liave gained in statelinesa and range, had 
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he become, in his eai-lier days, a thoi-oiigli clasacal scholar. 
In the treatment of a vast majority of subjects, a simple 
Saxon style, of the Bunyan or Goldsmith tyjDe, will suffice; 
a good Saxon style is as superior to a bad Latin style, as 
that of Goldsmith was to that of Johnson; but in the 
highest flights of an author — and Hugh Miller has thought 
to sustain him in the loftiest linguistic flights — one floats 
best on the broad pinions of Latin. 

But if the daaslc tongues are an im].K)rtant accesaon to a 
literary education, there are other parts, still less easily 
dispensed with, and in regard to these Hugh Miller 
furnishes no subject for complaint. With quick faculty 
and open sympathy, he mastered all the English books that 
came in his way. He commenced to read at about six 
years of age, and set about forming a little libraiy for 
himself. It began with our invaluable nursery litei-ature, 
i-ich in adventure, abounding with heroes, — the epic Ja«k, 
the travelled Sinbad, the interesting, neat-footed Cinder- 
ella, the shifty and politic Puss, knowing how to turn boots 
to advantage ; and the rest. Pope's heroes, in his meta- 
moi-phosis of Homer'a JRiad, came next. The author of 
M)then teetifles how the heart of every noble boy is stirred 
by the iierce and fine-spoken valor of the Popian wan-iors, 
set as it is in a melody, clear and ringing as the dang of 
arms. The Pilgrirn's Progress, that book for the nursery, 
the home, the shop, the study, the deathbed, followed. At 
ten, he fell in with blind Harry's Wallaoe, and some time 
aftei-, with Eatbour's Bruce, and was forthwith a patriot 
and Scotchman to the finger-tips. Durmg all this time, he 
was under the Ml influence of Presbyterian opinions and 
preposses^ons. And thos his days passed, until he reached 
the threshold of manhood, and adopted a profession. 

The life of Hugh Miller as an apprentice and journey- 
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man mason may te with sufficient accaraoy imiigined. It 
ivas one of continual toil, and, now and then, of severe 
hardshiiJ. He lived in vaiious localities through the coun- 
tiy, generally in bothies or bai-racks, where several 
workmen pnt np together. Bnt for a haUt of tadtm-nity, 
and a tendency to musing and poetry, there was no differ- 
ence discernible between him and any other mason. Of 
subsequent elevation, he never dreamed. His accent was 
rude, and bis appearance gave no hint of intellectual 
culture. With a leathern apron before him, foul with mud 
and dust, his handa, it might be, bleeding with hia work 
among the wet stones, none would have recognized him for 
a man of peculiar and exquisite endowment, who had even 
then acquired that easy and gi-aceful masteiy over the 
English language, which was to charm a large audience 
of the most onltivated intellects of the age, and woke the 
admiring desjiair of men staggering under their load of 
erudition. We cannot refrain from taking one look at 
Hugh Miller daring hia life as a journeyman mason. Tlie 
passage by means of which wo do so, and which oecui-s in 
his autobiography, insists upon associating itself in our 
minds witli that in wbich Milton so sublimely represents 
the student of his time as outwatching the bear in converse 
with the spirit of Plato: — 

" There was no one in the barrack ivith whom I cared 
much to convene, or who, in turn, cai'ed much to converse 
with me ; and so I learned, on the occasions when the 
company got dull and broke up into groups, to retire to the 
tay-Joft where I slept, and pass there whole hours seated on 
my chest. The loft was a vast apartment, some fifty or 
sixty feet in length, mth its naked rafters raised little more 
than a man's height over the floor ; bnt in tlie starlit nights, 
when the openings in the wail assumed the character of 
29* 
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square patches of darknesa-visible stamped upon utter 
darkness, it looked quite aa well as any other nnlighted 
place that could not be seen, and in nights brightened by 
the moon, the pale beams, which fomid access at openings 
and crevices, rendered its wide area quite picturesque 
enough for ghosta to walk in. But I never saw any; and 
the only sounds I heard wei'e those made by the horses in 
the stable below, champing and snorting over their food. 
They were, I doubt not, happy enough in their dark stalls, 
because they were horses, and had plenty to cat, and I was 
at times quite happy enough in the dark loft above, because 
I was a man, and could think and imagine. It is, I believe, 
Addison who i-emai'ks, that if all the tlioughts which pass 
through men's minds were to be made public, the great 
difference which seems to exist between the thinldng of the 
wise and of the unwise would be a good deal reduced ; 
seeing that it is a difference which does not consist in their 
not having the same weak thoughts in common, but merely 
in the prudence through which the wise suppress their 
foolish ones. I still possess notes of the cogitations of these 
sohtaiy evenings, ample enough to show that they were 
extraordinary conibinations of the false and the tme ; but 
I at the same time hold them sufficiently in memory to 
remember, that I scarce, if at all, distinguished between 
what was false and trae in them at the time. The literature 
of almost every people has a corresponding early stage, in 
which fresh thinking is mingled with little conceits, and in 
which the taste is usually false, hut the feeling true." 

For a protracted period, Hugh MSlIei- worked for his 
daily bread, pick or trowel in hand. He, then, for a short 
time, acted as accountant in a bank in his native town of 
Cromai-ty. He had become slightly known in the literary 
world by the publication of a volume of poems, and contiib- 
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nted to certain periodical works. A voKitne of tales and 
legonda, now very well known, bronght liim still finther 
into notice. But the famous non-intrusion controversy waa 
then filiating Scotland. Hugh Miller, strong in hia Pres. 
byterian leanings, and keenly alive to the evils of lay 
patronage, addressed a letter to Lord Brougham, publishing 
the piece in foi-m of a pamphlet. It awakened a wide 
interest, and waa complimented in no measured teims by 
O'Connell and Mi-. Gladstone. Dr. Candlish, then busied, 
in co-operation with the other leaders of the evangelical 
party, about sotting on foot a newspaper to advocate the 
views of the non-intrusionists, had perused the letter in 
manuscript, and at once pronounced its author the fitting 
man to conduct the paper. So, in 1840, Hngh Miller 
became editor of the Witness newspaper, and a very brief 
period elapsed ere he was one of the moat influential men 
in his country. 

Tlie " able editor," if we may be permitted to intei-pose 
a semi-pilosophioal reflection, seems to us something of an 
intermi phenomenon. He marks a state of transition from 
a state of information and intelligence gone past, to a state 
of general intellectual culture not yet arrived. It is not 
indeed necessaiy to suppose that he will himself pass away ; 
such a supposition would, on the contraiy, be highly ab- 
surd: but he may gradually undermine the ground he 
f stands on, and there ai-e not wanting indications in 
t day, that he is being oveitaken by the general 
intelligence. In the olden time, in the days, for instance, 
of our old fnend Abbot Samson, of St, Edmundsbury mon- 
astery in the twelfth centuiy, men were led blindfold by 
some one man who Iiad his eyes open. The chief saw for 
tlie vassal, and led him along unknowing whither he went. 
The priest saw for the flock, told it what he chose, and was 
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iropUcitly believed. It was, in ^Fichte's 
period of mi questioning submission to anthority. We are 
now in progress — we may at least hope or suppose — 
toward that intellectual state which Fiohte defined as 
" fi'eedom in consistence with reason," Meanwhile, the 
time is characterized by partial submission and partial free- 
dom. The mass of men judge more, know more, are more 
free and self-established, than the retdner or monk of the 
middle ages. The newspaper editor still does much of the 
thinking for men in general, and people submit, so &i; their 
thoughts to him. But, by the action of the press, you 
obtain, on the one hand, a greater amount of freedom than 
ever distinguished the mass before, and, on the other, 
a higher average of information, a more general exercise of 
thought, than, were men unassisted by newsijapers, would 
subsist. Mr. Carlyle must not sneer too bitterly f^ainst 
the able editor. The matter perhaps most to be regretted 
in connection with the profession is, that men, often of 
great reach and sagacity, should spend their strength in the 
continual day drudgeiy of editorial toil. One can sym- 
pathize with Hugh MUIer when he malces use of these 
words : — " I remembered that I was a toriter/ that it was 
my iusi7iess to write, — to cast, day after day, shavings 
from off my mind (the figure is Cowper's) — that went 
rolling away, crisp and dry, among the vast heap already 
on the floor, and were never more heai'd Qi| " &c. It must 
not, however, be forgotten, that it is every man's duty to 
lay so mucli of his heart's blood on the altar of his time, to 
speak to and guide his own generation, though other gener- 
ations hear him not. Now, more than heretofore, we must 
be content to see a man spreading over twenty years, in 
weekly dispensings, that teaching which, if condensed into 
one work, — the result of twenty yeai's' endeavor — might 
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live for twenty centuries. The harvests of the present are 
not lost, though they are swiftly gathered oiF the ground 
and make room for others. Hugh Miller haa not been 
thrown away as a newspaper editor. His teachings have 
sunk deep into the heart of Scotland, and work at the roots 
of the national life. More than any layman he contributed 
to the founding of the Free Church. 

But we most yiew MUler somewhat more particularly in 
his capacity of man of science. In the commencement of 
The Old Red Sandstone, there occurs the following pas- 
sage. Hia life as a stone-mason had heguu on the previous . 
day: — 

"Ail the workmen rested at midday, and I went to enjoy 
my half-hour alone on a mossy knoll in the neighhoiTug 
wood, which commands through the trees a wide prospect 
of the bay and the opposite shore. There was not a wi-in- 
kle on the water, nor a cloud in the sky, and the branches 
were as moveless in the calm aa if they had been traced on 
canvas. From a wooded promontoiy that stretched half- 
way across the Frith, there ascended a thin column of 
smoke. It rose straight aa the line of a plummet for 
more than a thousand yards, and then, on reacliing a 
thinner stratum of air, spread out equally on every side 
like the foliage of a stately tree. Ben Wyvis rose to the 
west, white with the yet unwasted snows of winter, and aa 
shai-ply defined in the clear atmosphere, aa if all its sunny 
slopes and blue retiring hollows had been chiselled in mar- 
ble. A line of snow ran along the opposite hiUs ; all above 
was white, and all below was pm-ple. They reminded me 
of the pretty French stoiy, in which an old artist is de- 
scribed as tasking the ingenuity of his future son-in-law, by 
giving him as a subject for his pencil a flower-piece com- 
posed of only white flowei-s, of which the one half were to 
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tear tl.<ai* proper color, the other half a deep purple hue, 
and yet all be perfectly natural ; and how the young man 
resolved the riddle and gained hia mistress, by introducing 
a transparent pui-ple vase into the picture, and making the 
light pass through it on the flowers that were drooping 
over the edge. I returned to the quan-y, convinced that a 
veiy exquisite pleasure may be a very cheap one, and that 
the busiest employments may afford leism-e enough to enjoy 
it. The gunpowder had loosened a large mass in one of 
the inferior strata, and our first employment, on resuming 
our labors, was to raise it from its bed. I assisted the other 
workmen in placing it on edge, and was much struck by 
the appearance of the platform on which it had rested. 
The entire surface was ridged and farrowed like a bank 
of sand that had been left by the tide an hour before. 
I could trace every bend and cuiTSture, every cross hol- 
low and counter ridge of the corresponding phenomenon ; 
for the resemblance was no half resemblance —it was the 
thing itself, and I had observed it a hundred and a hun- 
dred times when sailing my little schooner in the shallows 
left by the ebb. But what had become of the waves that 
had thus fretted the solid rock, or of what element bad 
they been composed? I felt as completely at fiiult as Rob- 
inson Crusoe did on his discovering the print of a man's 
foot on the sand. The evening furnished me with still 
further cause of wonder. We raised another block in a 
diiferent part of the quarry, and found that the area of 
a circular depi'ession in the stratum below was broken 
and flawed in eveiy direction, as if it had been the bot- 
tom of a pool recently dried up, which had shrunk and 
split in the hardening. Several large stones came rolling 
down from the diluvium in the com'se of the afternoon. 
They were of different qualities from the sandstone below, 
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and from one another, and, what was more ivondei-fiil still, 
they were all rounded and water-worn, as if they had heen 
tossed about in the sea, or the bed of a river, for hundreds 
of yeai-s. There could not, surely, be a more conclusive 
proof that the bank which hatt enclosed them so long, could 
not have been created on the rock on ■which it rested. No 
workman ever manufactiu-es a half-woni article, and the 
stones were all half-wonil And, if not the bank, why, 
then, the sandstone underneath? I was lost in conjec- 
ture, and found that I had food enough for thought tliat 
evening without once thinking of the unhappiness of a life 
of labor," 

That company of qnarrj'men on the banks of the Cro- 
marty Fi'ith, on that fine spring morning, had been a sight 
worth seeing. Nothing, probably, would have strack «s as 
■we mai-ked the group going out in the moming. Nothing 
ivould have aiTosted our attention in the somewliat lank, 
bushy-headed, quiet-lookmg lad, who ivoi'ked hard, hut 
seemed somewhat of a novice, as we watched them at 
their toil. But, when we observed, at. the hour of noon, 
that ■while the othera went to lounge, or smoke, or doze, 
this young man found hia rest and pleasure in gazing upon 
that sublime panorama, where, in the west, Wyvis presides 
among the mountains, and the gla^y Frith lies lake-like at 
his feet, reminding one of the fine linos in which an Amer- 
ican poet describes a great mountain, looking down in the 
pride of a monarch, 

" While far below the lake in bridal rest 
Sieepa iritli Ms glorious picture on her breast ; " 

when we observed that his eye brightened with the glow 
of pure delight, and continued to rest on the scene until 
eveiy featni-e was pencilled out and hung in the hall of 
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memory ; we might have begun to suspect that there was 
something unusual in this mason, "We might have begim 
to surmise, that nature had twined aromid hia heart some 
of those finer threads of sympathy which draw her favored 
child away fi'om the crowd to her own breast. We might 
have ventured to predict, that the man before us would not 
die in his present capacity. And then, when we returned 
with him to the quarry, and noted that, while the othera 
who toiled with him, aa they turned up stone after stone, 
found no sermoos therein for them, and felt no questionings 
arise in their minds, hia eye tindled with the quick piercing 
gleam of cariosity, and he could not resist the impulse to 
question, and examine, and infer; we might again have ven- 
tured to afiirm, that nature had here a son who would one 
day know her well, and perhaps reveal her to men. 

We should not have en-ed in our surmisings. The inquis- 
itive look and cautious glance of that quarryman were 
signs of the presence of one of the finest observational 
capacities of the age. The training of the faculty had 
begun in early youth ; its exercise was the solace of years 
of toil, and the ultimate guide to a brilliant and world-wide 
reputation. By the shores of the Friths of Cromarty and 
Moi'ay, under the direction of Uncle Sandy, young Hugh 
had learned to watch the habits of the crab and the 
lobster, to admire the tinta of the sea-moss, to wonder at 
the organization of the sea-hare and cuttle-fish. His life as 
a mason furnished admirable opportunities for the gratifi- 
cation of his curiosity, and the exercise of bis observational 
powers. He was, he teUs us, " an explorer of caves and 
ravines — a loiterer along sea-shores — a climber among 
rocks." Surrounded by the deep silence of a worlonan's 
life, in the seclusion of tastes unshared, of powers un- 
known, of ambition unawakened, he pursued, calmly, 
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Steadily, accurately, his course of observation. Living a 
life in reality apart, strengthening and expanding his 
general powei-a by the study of philosophy and poetry 
he did not pei-mit his obsei-vation to degenerate into a 
childish stonng up of isolated facts. He combined a 
generaliang power of a high order, with that of mmute, 
unfailing observation. He leai-ned to unite the broad glance 
of the geographer, with the microacopio inspection of the 
mineralogist. He could chronicle every tint of hue, every 
line of form, in the scale embedded in the rock; -while by 
wide philosophic induction, he could ascertain precisely 
what conti-ibutiou was made by that scale to the geolog- 
ical history of the planet. 

Ti-aversing Scotland from the Gei-man Ocean to the 
Atlantic, from Pentland Frith to the Cheviots, living now 
among the craggy valleys of Argyllshire, now upon the 
sandy flats of Moi-ay, his eye became accustomed to every 
form of landscape. He came speedily to know his country 
with that profound knowledge, which recognizes the anat- 
omy under the forai, and which can predict the foi-ra from 
the anatomy. Possessing also that delicate sensibility to 
beauty, and that familiar acquaintance with the descriptive 
stores of English poetry, to which we have already alluded, 
he was able to cast exquisite lights of fancy over those 
landscapes which science firet revealed to him in their 
rugged and literal truth. His desciiptions of nature were 
of a kind not merely to instruct and delight the man of 
science, but to afford intense gi-atification to the artist, and 
whoever had a soul open to the enjoyment of nature's beauty. 
We refer at present to a quality of desci-iption deeper than 
mere style. It relates to the exhibition of nature's fiicts, 
which must first be known, and tliat in a peculiar manner, 
before the effect can be produced. Miller's desci-iptions of 
natural scenes may be compared with those of Riiskin. 

ffjaST EliBIUS, SO 
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Ho, as M ell as the gvcat pictorial critic, prodacea pictnres, 
clear, definite, visible, ivliioh one can bang up in the cham- 
■bei-a of his mind, and gaze on ivith niisated pleasure. 
Hu"h Miller and Ensldn started irom different points. 
The latter set out from beauty. lie looked over uatiu'e for 
the Beautiful. Had scientific accuracy proved inconsistent 
■with beauty, he would have discarded scientific accuracy, 
and wi'apped hin::^elf in a gai'b of fantasy. Bat as he 
looked over nature through the glass of beauty, he dis- 
cerned, as he believed, that the loveliness of tmth -was 
gi-eater than the loveliness of fantasy. So science became 
for him the handmaid of beauty; his imagination smiled 
most brightly beside the homely fii-es of fact. Hugh 
Miller stai-ted from the side of science. He sought for, he 
described, bare truth. He desired to know aud show what 
the world was, making no postulate in fevor of beauty. 
He opened his eyes and looked. He followed the lines, 
and imitated the cOloi-s, of reality. He held up the page, 
and lol the result was beauty. Euskin set out with 
poetry, and met science : Hugh Miller set out with science, 
and met poetry. 

A parallel might be instituted, also, between Euskin and 
Miller in this, That each attracted to his particular sub- 
ject of study, a large audience of those previously repelled. 
Ruskin, by expounding Ai-t on broader principles and in 
a more eloquent manner than had been formei-ly done, by 
freeing it of encumbermg technicalities and allying it to 
general human sympathy, drew a vast miscellaneous 
audience to listen to essentially profound and accurate 
artistic teaching. MiUer, by ai-raytng science in that garb 
of beauty which belongs to all the visible foi-ms of nature, 
allured a similar audience to receive scientific instruction 
of a Idnd oon-espondingly deep and exact. 

As a geologist, Hugh Miller stands in the highest of all 
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orders, if in that order he does not occapy one of the first 
stttious. Ho is ill tlie order of original discoverers. His 
place is among the honored few, who have added to the 
domain of human knowledge. He accurately mapped out, 
aa represented in liis own countiy, one of the most inter- 
esting and least known of geogi-aphieal formations, the Old 
Red Sandstone. He made express additions to the namber 
of its classified organisms. lEa views of the science as a 
whole are comprehensive and philosophical, but it is on this 
distinctively that Ms feme as a geolo^t will repose. 

In the cottage of Hugh JUiller's boyhood, was that "one 
Book, wherein for several thousands of years the spirit of 
man has found light, and an interpreting response to what- 
ever is deepest in him," and which ia still the Word of God, 
whatever the author of these words may think. In Hugh 
Mllei-'s education, the most important agent of all had been 
the Bible. For many years, the influence of early instruc- 
tion had seemed to have passed away, but before the time 
at which he quitted manual laboi, he had reflected deeply 
on religious subjects, had accepted Christianity as a living 
laith, and owned the giavitatmg power of that "Divine 
Man " whom he saw to be " the sole gi-avitating point of a 
system which owes to Him all its coherence, and which 
would be but a chaos were He away." This leads us to 
one of the most important aspects in which Hugh Mtiler 
can be viewed — that gi-eat practical aspect, namely, in 
which he unites the theologian and the man of science. We 
shall introduce our remai-ks upon hun in this capacity by a 
quotation from the remai-kable chapter which closes Lis 
"Footprints of the Creator:" — 

" The fii-st idea of every religion on earth which has ai'isen 
out of what may be termed the spiritual instinct of man's 
nature, ia that of a fatm-o state; the second idea is, that in 



by Google 



352 HUGH MILLER. 

this state men shall exist in two separate classes — the cnf 
itt advance of their present coni-lition, tlie other far hi tlie 
]-ear of it. It is on these two great beliefs that conscience 
eveiywhere finds the foloram from which it acts upon the 
conduct ; and it is whollj inoperative as a force without 
them. And in that one religion among men that, instead 
of retiiing, like the pale ghosts of the others, before the 
light of civilization, brightens and expands in its beams, 
and in fevor of whose claim as a revelation from tJod the 
highest philosophy has declared, we find these two master 
ideas occupying a still more prominent place thaji in any of 
those merely indigenous religions that spring up in the 

human mind of themselves There is not in all 

revelation a angle doctrine which we find oftener, or more 
clearly enforced, than that there shall continue to exist, 
through the endless cycles of the future, a race of degi'aded 
men and of degraded angels. Now it is truly ^'ondei-ful 
how thoroughly, in its general scope, the revealed pieces oa 
to the geologic record. We know, as geologists, that the 
dynasty of the fish was succeeded by that of the reptile ■ — 
that the dynasty of the reptile was succeeded by that of 
the mammiferous quadniped — and that the dynasty of the 
mammiferons quadruped was succeeded by that of man, as 
man now exists — a creature of mixed character, and sub- 
ject, in all conditions, to wide aJteraations of enjoyment 
and suffering. We know, further — so far, at least, as we 
have yet succeeded in deciphering the record — that the 
several dynasties were introduced, not in their lower, but in 
their higher forms; that, in short, in the imposing pro- 
gramme of creation it was arranged, as a general rule, that 
in each of the great divisions of the procession tho mag-r 
natea should walk first. We recognize yet further tlio fact 
. iu the fish and the 
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reptile. And then, pnssing on to the revealed record, we 
leai'ii that the tlynasty of man in the mixed state and 
character ia not the final one, bnt that there is to be yet 
another creation, or, more properly, re-creation, known 
theologically as the Resurrection, which shall be connected 
in its physical componenta, by bonds of niyeterions pater- 
nity, with the dynasty which now reigna, and be bound to 
it mentally by the chain of identity, oonaciona and actual ; 
but which, in all that constitutes superiority, shall be as 
vastly its superior, as the dynasty of respouBible man is 
superior to even the lowest of the prelirainaiy dynasties. 
We arc further taught, that at the commencement of this 
last of the dynasties there will be a re-creation of not only 
elevated, but also of degraded beings — -a re-creation of the 
lost. We ai'e taught yet further, that though the present 
dynasty be that of a lapsed race, which at their first intro- 
duction were placed on higher ground than that on which 
they now stand, and sank by their own act, it was yet part 
of the original design, from the beginning of all things, 
that they should occupy the existing platform ; and that 
Redemption is thus no afler-thought, rendered necessaiy 
by tlie Fall, but, on the contrary, part of a general scheme, 
for which provision had been made fi'om the beginning ; so 
that the Divine Man, through whom the work of restora- 
tion has been effected, was in reality, in reference to the 
purposes of the Eternal, what he is designated in the 
remarkable text, ' the Lamb slain from, the foundations 
of the world.'' Sldn from the fomidationa of the world I 
Could the aasertoi-a of the stony science ask for language 
moi'e express? By piecing the two records together — 
that revealed in Sciipture, and that revealed in the rocks — 
records whicli, however widely geologists may mistake the 
one, or commentators misunderstand the other, liave 
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emanated from the same great . Author — we learn that in 
slow and solemn majesty has period succeeded period, each 
in succession ushering in a higher and yet higher scene of 
existence ; that fish, reptiles, maramii'eroua qnadiiipeds, 
have reigned in turn ; tliat responsible man, ' made in the 
image of God,' and ivith dominion over all creatures, ulti- 
mately entered into a world ripened for his reception ; hut, 
fnrther, that this passing scene, in which he forms the 
prominent figure, is not the final one in the long series, hut 
merely the last of the preliminary scenes ; and tliat that 
period to which the hy-gone ages, incalciilahle in amount, 
with all their well proportioned gradations of being, form 
the impo^g vestibule, shall have perfection for its occu- 
pant, and eternity for its duration. I know not how it may 
appear to others ; but, for my own pirt, I cnnnot ivoid 
thinking that there would be a lack ot piopoition in the 
series of being, were the period ot perfect and gloiified 
humanity abruptly connetted, without the inttoduction of 
an intermediate ci-eation of leapoiisible impeifcction, with 
that of the dying irresponsible biute Tint Bt,ene of thmg>! 
in which God became Man, and suffered, seems, as it no 
doubt is, a necessary link in the chain." 

The theologian of the nineteenth century will have to 
know and ponder such paast^es as this, to scrutinize care- 
fully the intimations they read him, to follow conscientiously 
the clue they put into his hand. The seventeenth century 
is known among the centuries as that in which the written 
Word of God was explored, so to speak, to its inmost recess. 
We say not the work was finished ; but, of all ages, the 
most strictly biblical, that which seemed to live in and upon 
the simple and separate Bible, was the seventeenth. One 
great task of the nineteenth century seems to be, to search 
into and know the works of God. It stands distinguished 
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as the age of physical sdence. There was a certain danger 
that theologians should forget that God made the world, 
and that therefore it was holy. The gaze of hallowed ecstacy 
with which David had looked fi'om the battlements of Zlon, 
upon the palm-crowned moiintdns that stood around, as he 
seized hia harp, and buret into a song of prmse to God the 
Jlakor, seemed to have darkened and narrowed into a cold, 
critical, peei-ing look, that searched for flaws in creeds, and 
glanced rather timorously towai'ds the mouutnins, as if it 
might tui-n out that God had not made them after all. As 
must ever and universally be the case, partiality was error. 
A certain littleness was imparted to the views of the physi- 
cal world, as a piece of God's workmanship ; a certain gloiy 
was taken away from the Word of God, as the oracle of 
the moral world; by the absence of that light which they 
were fitted to cast on each other. Such men as Thomas 
Chalmers, Hugh Miller, John Pye Smith, and others, have 
essayed to show the inter-reflection of Ught and gloi-y 
between the two, and the day will come when the work 
they have commenced will be fiilly accomplished. Its even 
partial accomplishment will mark our centuiy. As it is, the 
theologian who accepts the facta of God's workmanship as 
not to be disputed, as facts which, if once well proved, it 
were irreverent, nay blasphemous, to deny, may already, we 
think, obtain dim but glorious glimpses into far regions of 
spiritual tnith — into the destinies of man, into the essen- 
tials of judgment, into the meaning of death — which the 
lamp of science fiiintly indicates when hung over the Word 
of God. But macli has yet to be done, and much must be 
acknowledged to lie yet unrevealed. Meanwhile the two 
grand perils are, on the one hand, ignoble fear, and, on the 
other, presumption. TJie man ivho looks over the moral 
world, and discerns that it is an inexplicable chaos, a stan- 
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dardless battle, a sick and fevered dream, unless God has 
spoken in the Bible, may surely have auch manlike trust in 
God that he can fearlessly examine evei-y stoiy of the phys- 
ical dwelling He ht^ made for him, although, for the, 
present, God does not reveal to him how its apparent dis- 
crepancies with the moral fehrio He has let down from 
heaven are to be harmonized. Surely, on the other hand, 
the man, who talks in the iaahionable pagan language of 
the day of "the gods," and who yet must see these goda 
preparing thia eai'th for man, with much fuss and commo- 
tion, and then sitting, like a set of fools, to see the great 
game of blind-man's-buff which their children play, and 
laugh at the gi-opings and mistakes, — the man, who, if he is 
honest, and bold, and unhesitating in discrowning God and 
his religion, must accept as the correct and nnexa^ei-ated 
scheme of world-liistory, that ghastly poem of Poe's, in 
which, with perfect honesty from his point of view, he por- 
trays man, since his arrival here, as i-nnning after phantoms, 
of which the central phantom is merely the most phantas- 
mal of all, and which very appropriately concludes in these 
words, 

" The play is the tragedy Man, 
And the hero the conqueror Worm ; " 

thia man, -we say, might surely pause ere he declares that 
the scientific intbrmation of yesterday contradicts the alone 
explaining theory of man's existence. Let the Christian 
have faith in God's word ; let the infidel tumble his moral 
woi'ld in ruins ; there is not the slightest fear of his tum- 
bling the moral world into ruins. Both infidels and Ghiia- 
tians are always thinking God is such an one as themselves. 
The one party thinks it has got the Sun of the moral uni- 
verse fairly out. The other takes to trembUng and 
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Tocife rating, and holding up suiiplementary rnah-lights, as 
if it feared tlie Sun ivaa going out. Meanwhile the ages 
roll on, and the mist rolls ofi^ and the Sun is there still. 
From every new elevation of scienfe, fear it not, there will 
te a wider prospect of truth. Just now we may he in the 
valley, and the ocean may be shut out which we saw clearly 
from the lower hill behind. But onwards! When wo 
reach the top of tliis other hill before us, the ocean of truth, 
and the Sqh that clothes it all in gold, will be seen spreading 
further than ever before. Hugh Miller's clear, strong intel- 
lect, flue poetic disceniment of nature's all-pervading analo- 
gies, and manly piety, fit liim well to pioneer the scientific, 
cosmical theology of the latter time. 

We have not spoken expi-essly of Hugh Miiler's poetry, 
and it is unnecessary to do so. His finest poetry is, we 
presume, his prose. He would, we feel assured, agi-ee in 
this himself. We go on to mention a characteiistic which 
hannonizea finely with the general strength of his nature, 
and which seema the r^ult of this in combination with the 
kindness of his heart ; we mean his humor. This ia not one 
of the most important or engrossing of his qualities, but, as 
fiu" as it goes, it is genuine, and remarkably pleasing. It is 
a perception of the laughable in nature ; of those weak- 
nesses which are not sina, those incongruities which do not 
hurt, tliose self-revelations which oscillate amusingly be- 
tween the egotism that is offensive and the vanity that is des- 
picable; of all those things which were manifestly intended 
to be kept in check by no ruder weapon than laughter, and 
which are not checked absolutely, because laughter is good 
for men in its time. Hugh Miller's laugh is always quiet 
and kindly; never, to our knowledge, cynical and contemp- 
tuoua, save when some real iniquity is to be mocked into 
air. He has no feeling of contempt for the " young lady 
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passenger of forty or thereabouts," who took her seat in the 
game railway carriage with him, and who " liad a bloom of 
reel in lier clieeka that seemed to have been just a little 
agisted by art, and a bloom of red in her nose that seemed 
not to have been assisted by art at all." It is merely a 
smile of hearty geniality which lights his features as lie 
encounters two of Sheastone'a nymphs on his visit to the 
Leasowes: — 

" I had read Shenstone early enough to -wonder what 
sort of looking people his Delias and Cecilias were ; and 
now, ere plunging into the richly wooded Leasowes, I had 
got hold of the right idea. The two nsuleresses were really 
very pretty. Cecilia, a ruddy blonde, was fiibricating tackets ; 
Delia, a bright-eyed brunette, engaged in heading a double- 
double." 

Even when he visits St. Paul's, and speaks thus, he is in 
the best humor, for aU the slyness of his laugh:— 

"It is eomfortable to iiave only twopence to pay for 
leave to walk over the area of so noble a pile, and to have 
to pay the twopence, too, to such grave, clerical looking 
men aa the oiheials at the receipt of custom. It reminds 
one of the blessings of a religious establishment in a place 
where otlierwise they might possibly be overlooked; no 
private company could afford to build sncli a pile as St. 
Paul's, and then show it for twopences." 

But perhaps, of all we can say in pi-aise of Hugh Miller, 
the highest comphment, all things considered, is the last 
we are to pay liim. It is^ that ho is, in the best sense, a 
gentleman ; that be is truly and strictly polite. "VVe intend, 
by this, very high praise indeed; true politene^ is one of 
the rar^t things. Tlie word has been variously defined. 
We have heard it indicated as being a knowledge of the 
little usages of society, such aa not pouring tea into a 
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saucer, not speaking iu company without an introduction, 
and such like, and the liabit of strictly "and naturally coii- 
foitniug to such. This requires no refutation : its veiy 
utterance, on the pnnciple that in speaMng of a thing yon 
set in the foreground your main idea regarding it, implies 
hopeless ignorance of the nature of politeness; — 

" Tlie churl in spirit, howe'er lie vml 
Hi9 want in forms for fashion's salie, 
Will let his coltish natare breatc 
At seasons through the gilded pale," 

True poEtenees may be met in the hut of the Arah, in the 
courtyard of the Turk, in the cottage of the Irishman, and 
is excessively rare in ball-rooms. It is Independent of 
aecent and of form, it is one of the constant and univei-sal 
noble atti-ibntes of man, ivherever and howsoever devel- 
oped. It has been defined agsun, "perfect ease, without 
vulgarity or affectation," Here manifestly a great advance 
is made ; one half of politeness ia coiTectly defined. Yet 
we think there is overlooked that part of 2>oiiteneRS which 
refers to others besides one's self; and politeness, as it 
consists wholly in a certain dealing of man with man, must 
include both parties in its reference. The truly polite man 
is not mei'cly at ease, but always sets you at ease, "We 
venture to deiine it thus: PoUtene^ ia natural, genial, 
manly deference, with a natural dehcacy in dealing with the 
feelings of others, and without hypociisy, sycophancy, or 
obtrusion, Tliis, we think, is at once suiBciently inclusive 
and exclusive. It excludes a great many. We cannot 
agree that Johnson was polite ; that is, if politeness Is to be 
distinguished from nobleness, courage, and even kindness 
of heart ; in a word, from everything but itself Bums was 
polite, when jewelled ducliesses were chai-med with his 
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ways ; Arnold was polite, when the poor woman felt that 
he treated her as if she were a lady; Chalmera wag 
polite, -when every old woman in Morningside was elated 
and delighted with hia courteons salute. But Johnson, 
who shut a civil maa's mouth with, " Sii-, I perceive you 
are a vile Whig," who ate like an Esquimaas, who deferred 
BO far to his friends, that they could differ with him only in 
a round-robin, was not polite. Politeness is the last touch, 
the finishing perfection, of a noble character. It is the gold 
on the spire, the sunlight on the corn field, the smile on the 
lip of the noble knight lowering his sword point to his 
ladye-Iove. It results only from the truest balance and 
harmony of soiU. We assert Hugh Miller to possess it. 
A duke in speaking to him would know he was speaking 
to a man as independent as himself; a boy, in expressing 
to him an opinion, would feel unabashed and easy, from his 
genial and unostentatious deference. He has been accused 
of egotism. The charge is a serious one ; fetal, if it can he 
substantiated in any offensive dogi-ee, to politeness. And 
let it be Mtly admitted that he knows his name is Hugh 
MUler, and that he has a colossal head, and that he once 
was S mason ; his foible is probably that which caused 
Napoleon, in a company of kings, to commence an anec- 
dote with " When I was a lieutenant in the re^ment of La 
Fere." But we cannot think it more than a very slight 
foible; a manly seli-conscionsness somewhat in excess. 
His autobiography has been blamed as egotistic; we think 
without cause. The sketches appear to us much the 
reverse. They are almost entirely what he has seen ; what 
he baa done or been is nowise protruded. And shad wo 
blame a man with the eye and the memory of Hugh Miller, 
for leading us thi-ough the many scenes of Scottish life, 
■which ho knows better than any man, because he does so in 
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a very natural and orderly way f Wherever he is eg&tistie, 
he is not so in conversation- — the great test of the polite 
man. Years in the quarry have not dimmed in Hugh 
Miller that iinishmg gleam of genial hght which plays over 
the framework of character, and la politeness. Not only 
did he require honest manliness for this; gentleness was 
also necessary. lie had both, and has retained them ; and 
So merits lairly 

" The grand old name of gentleman." 



It is now 1857 ; and with all the hopes and forebodings 
of a new year, there mingles, in my breast, the recollection 
of a kindness no more to he experienced, of a condescend- 
ing genial helpfulness no longer to instnict, of a steadfast 
nobleness whose living presence will no longer animate and 
cheer, of a great and godly man who has passed away. In 
the last days of 1856, Hugh Miller died: a self-saci-iflced 
martyr to science. At the great work which was to com- 
plete his service to his country and manldnd, he toiled on 
with indomitable resolution, amid the paroxysms of feai-ful 
disease. His powei-ful brain, wearied with the sustained 
tension of twenty years, recoiled from its work, and, as it 
■were, groaned and struggled for rest. But that adaman- 
tine will know no flinching. Ever, as the paroxysm passed 
by, and the soft glow of the old genius spread itself again 
along the mind, the most intense and unremitted exertion 
was compelled. The light burnt nightly in his chamber, 
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long after the raiiliiight hour, as Hugh Miller continued 
to write, the body failing, the nerves fluttering, the brain 
held to its work only by that indomitable will. He feared 
madness might dash the pen fi-om his hand, before tlie 
last line was traced. But the work was finished. On th^ 
last day of his life, Hugh Miller said it was done. Mad- 
ness and the grave could not at least deprive him of that. 
Then, as might have been exjjected, despite consultation 
with a physician, the paroxysm returned with redoubled 
fury: ere it again subsided, Hugh Miller was no more. Let 
science honor her too devoted son ! For ber ho worked on 
nndaunted under the thvmder-cloud ; the lightnings of mad- 
ness flashing ever and anon around him. He finished his 
work; closed the book ; and looked up as if defiant of the 
lightning. But it came down and smote him ; and he died, 
may we not say, the greatest of the martyrs of science. 
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DICKENS-BULWER-THACKEKAY. 

" LiTBKATUEE," says SO distinguished a novelist as Sir 
Edwai-d Bulwer Lytton, " commences with poetical fiction, 
and usuaJly terminates with prose fiction. It was so in the 
ancient world — it will be so with England and France. 
The harvest of novels is, I fear, a sign of the approaching 
exhaustion of the soil " Of white e tl e harvest spoken 
of is a sign, there c n be no do bt at ts own exuberance. 
The novel has gone f'i to aupe se le -ill other foi-ma of liter- 
ature ; and where it does not s je sede t has an Influence. 
Philosophy has rece led nto the bicl g oun 1. Poetry, if in 
itself of rare pei-fe t n o cu^ les o s 1 place in public 
estimation as it did n the lajs of Byion. History, is 
specially commended as be ng e jailiy plea, int reading with 
fiction. "We have laket a d ea Is p t o zing mechanics' 
institutes and publ o hbra les e hi e plitform speeches 
of the sweetest eloq nee sett ng to tl tl e way in which 
science and philosopi y i e to 1 e i^ed n tl e self-culture of 
readers ; we have the shelves ell fill I v th metaphysical, 
historical, and scientihc t eat ses In e gl teen months we 
revisit the institutio and i ct tl e books. The pbilos- 
ophei-s, the men of s e e the 1 isto ans, have enjoyed, 
like kings an<l queens at the r co nt y se'its, an honorable 
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eeelusion : the novels are dog'e-eared, cnimpled, soiled, from 
tiie effects of affectionate familiarity. The attraction by 
wbicli the young aspirant to hterary distinction ia at present 
drawn towards fictitions composition seems, at first sight, 
ovei-powering. Who would not enlist in an army in which 
the discipline is lax, the fighting not severe, and the prizes 
dazzling, rather than in one in which the disciplme is the 
rigid restraint of truth, the fighting a stem struggle np the 
rugged crags of feet, and the prizes comparatively poor ? 
With all our enlightened support of literature, a yonng 
man who would at present determine to devote himseUJ 
with energies untrammelled by any other profession, with 
aeal undivided with any other pnrsnit, to philosophy, theol- 
ogy, social science, or history, frosting thereto for his daily 
bread, would do so at the risk of hig life. We know an 
instance of a young literary man in London, of distinguished 
ability and high sums, who pursued studies of an important 
nature, bnt was compelled, at intervale, in order to secure 
subsistence, to write novels. There is a gentleman, now ia 
Edinburgh, whose name is Icnown in eveiy part of the 
island, and whose works, in philosophy, political economy, 
and apologetics, aie of high standing, who yet, we are con- 
fident, has derived no pecuniary profit whatever from the 
msun labor of his life, and finds hi.'5 talents of peeuniaiy 
avail, oidy in such off-hand wort as occasional lecturing and 
contributions to the journals. Is not the temptation strong 
for such a man, to ungicd the armor of the legionary, and 
bind on the light ai-ms which are so effective ? Why should 
the youthfiil poet keep gazing into the face of the Beautiful, 
why should the young philosopher dig sedulously in the 
mines of thought for tlie True, if literary tinsel -H'ill best 
exchange for current coin, and men prefer tiie flowers that 
grow on the surface to the metal that is hidden below ? 
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These remarks may seem logically to require an nnquali- 
fied denanciation of novels. But, for many reasons, ive 
should deem this an unwise proceeding. 

In the first place, he who would engage in the highest 
literature must always so do with somewhat of the spirit 
of a martyr. It has ever been the way to reward the most 
severe and noble efforts of mind in a manner which in 
itself seems paltry. Milton got five poimds for Paradise 
Lost. We cannot too often recall the remarkable fiict. If 
every generation of mankind, succeeding the appearance of 
that poem, had raised to ita author a new statue of solid 
gold, they would have made no approach to paying him. 
The Dantes, the Keplers, the Pascals, and such aa they, are 
not so paid for theii- mental labors. It is a manifest appoint- 
ment of nature that they should not be : and, let us say, it is 
a right appointment, benign, beautiful, and, for the men who 
seem passed over, an appropiiate and sublime honor. By 
their capacity for such work, they afford a reasonable 
presumption that they can rightly estimate and duly con- 
temn material payment. It is in celestial coin that they 
receive their wages. If they know not what this ia, if they 
scorn it, let them descend to lower grades of intellectual 
labor ; let them deal in goods known and wanted in the 
market, and they will have the success of ordinary tradei-s. 
But the general law ia open to no doubt : the highest spir- - 
itual employments are not distinguished by yielduig hirge 
material rewards. The feet is exemplified in the case of 
whole professions. Ministers of the gospel will always be 
paid, on an average, at a rate in no degree correspondent to 
the abilities they possess or the fonctions they perform. To 
men of learning, to professors of eradition and philosophy, 
the same ride applies. No spectacle appears to us more 
truly despicable than that of any one who pretends to corn- 
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mrmicate to men the higher kinds of knowledge, complaining 
that he is not paid like snccesstvil confectioners or ballet 
dancers, and sending round his hat for coppere. The man 
who makes it his sole object to amuse, and has talents of 
extraordinary power, be he novelist or play actor, will be 
more handsomely remunerated, in the way he can value, 
than the man whose ambition it is to elevate and improve 
his fellows. The novelist himself who aims high, both in 
m.eans and end, must submit to see his gains small in pro- 
portion, Tlie public, however, let us add in a corner, has 
the option of doing that for men of lofty aspirations, which 
it is not becoming, which in some sense it is not possible, 
for them to do for themselves ! 

But it may be qaeationed, in the nest place, whether the 
facts with which we set out, — tacts of which, in themselves, 
there cannot be any doubt, — do not indicate chiefly a 
change in the proportion borne by one set of literary works 
to another, and not solely, if at all, a diminution either in 
the production or the perusal of those of the higher orders. 
It may be that though more novels arc produced than trea- 
tises in history or science, though more fiction is read than 
philosophy or poetry, tho reading public has been so much 
increased by the influence of novels, that the condition of 
higher literature is really improved. And to this consider- 
ation we may add the hope, that novels may in future do 
still more to promote this end, awakening the frivolous and 
indifferent to some sort of mental exertion, and handing 
them on to nobler studies. Still further it maybe here 
urged, that there are not wanting, at present, novels, which 
themselves convey wholesome instruction, and which can 
hardly exercise an enervating inflnence. Such novels as 
those of CniTcr Bell, Kingsley, and Thackeray, arc not to 
be confounded with the productions of the Minerva Pi-ess. 
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After all, the most peitinent remark which can l>e made 
as to this uiiexamplecl efflorescence of fictitious literature 
seema to be that it is a fact, and that it may be pronounced 
unalterable. This alone makes it woi-thy of consideration. 
It were very strange, too, if a phenomenon eo vast in 
extent and so powerful in uifluence, had no real meaning 
and could be turned to no account. It may be that, by 
looking into the matter somewhat closely, we may discover 
some prmciple by which the man, who is conselentioueiy 
and resolutely bent upon a self-cdture as complete as his 
faculties admit and his time affords, may safely and profit- 
ably undertake an incuraioii into fictitious literature. 

What is a novel ? The question seems exceedingly easy, 
and may be so. But it is well to have precise ideiis as to 
its answer, for when you know accurately what a thing is, 
yon have got, in germ, all that it is most important to 
know concerning it. What, then, we repeat, is a novel? 

In e-veiy production of Art there are two principal 
elements, whose unity gives the resnlt. The one is the 
ongmal type presented in nature, the other the modi- 
fication — the cm-tailment, addition, or tranafoi-mation 

effected by the free will and imaginative energy of the 
artiut. Thus, in the art of painting, the type from which 
the ai-tist sets out is some natural appearance, a landscape, 
a building, a lace. If he is only a daguerreotypist, he 
records merely the literal facts of nature in their real 
localities. If he is a ti-ue artist, the daguerreotype can do 
no more than furnish him with studies, and only when he 
has combined these as he chooses and breathed into them 
the spiiit of his own genius, has he produced a picture. In 
all Art this distinction holds good. 

It is not difficult to discover the original type on which 
the novel is founded. If we consider, we shall find some- 
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thing not unlike it in life, though by no means the same. 
The direction in which to turn is manifestly that of histoiy ; 
tlie first thing that strikes ua in a novel is its narrative. It 
may he profitable to look for a moment at histoiy. If he 
has a true sense of his Art, the historian will find himself, 
in certain important respects, resembling the novelist. We 
do not allude to his depicting mannei-s, or adopting a 
picturesque style. The sunilarity lies deeper ; in the very 
matei-ials with which he -works. In the life of nations, as 
■well as in that of individuals, are found circumstances 
corresponding to those which afford the novelist his color- 
ing, and suggest to him his plot. These may serve the 
historical artist none the worse that the laws by which he 
works are those of stern realism. Incidents more stirring 
than imagination ever dreamed, characters more strange 
and puzzling than novelist ever portrayed, plot more dark 
and mysterious than ever artist devised, may be already 
provided him. He may lead ns, in earnest curiosity, along 
tlie path of Providence, not blunting, by any anachronism 
of anticipation or disclosure, the feelings of wonder and ad- 
miration, with which, at the right moment, we behold the 
curtain rise. And, be it remarked, the more completely 
he thus imitates the recognized method of the novelist, the 
more emphatically does he bring before ns the great lessons 
which it is his duty to teach. In the warlike contending^ 
or peaeefiil labors of nations, in their growth and decline, in 
their birth, gloiy, and destruction, certain grand monitions 
are providentially addressed to us, constituting one principal 
portion of that system of education, practical or theoretic, 
by which nature is pervaded. We all acknowledge that 
the office of the lustorian is august and importaut. But 
the slightest reflection will make it plain, both that the 
sphere of the historian is not precisely that of the novehst. 
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and that thero ia a sphere hi which the latter nisiy convey 
instnietioa of a Yahie equal to that conveyed by the foiiner. 
The Iiistoi-iaii does not and cannot descend into domestic . 
life. Nations in their national capacity and in their national 
doings are liis theme ; with battles, sieges, treaties, senates, 
cities, he deals. He may paint manners ; but only ia the 
mass. He may give details of pnvate life; but only to 
exhibit the hidden strings which guide the men who guide 
nations. But domestic life has also its instructive lessons. 
Here, too, Providence teaches. In the festal assemblage and 
by the household hearth, beside her who is wreathed with 
orange flower and by the deathbed, the footsteps of Provi- 
dence may be traced, the voice of Pi'ovidence may be heard. 
Warnings, examples, encouragements, intimations, which, if 
known, prized, and used, would bo more precious than rubies, 
are being ever presented in the common com^e of life. If it 
is right to strengthen and widen our powera of intellectual 
vision, by watching the dealings of God with nations, it is 
assuredly right, also, to have an accurate and extensive 
knowledge of domestic life, to gain a wider acqudntance, 
than our own circle aflTords, with the perils which beset our 
private walk, with the modes in which the problems of 
individual and femily life have ah-eady been solved. To 
occupy a field thus rich and thus distinctly marked off, the 
biogi-apher steps forward. And it will not be called in 
question that, in the biography, the original type of the 
novel is found. There is, however, in the circumstances of 
the case, a reason for fictitious biogi'aphy, which does not 
exist tor fictitious histoiy. The most interesting and in- 
structive series of incidents may occur in private life, yet 
cause appear why the actors should be vailed in eecresy. 
The fictitious form provides the vail. In some such series 
of incidents as we have supposed, lies the realistic ground- 
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■woik on wl 1 h the nirvel ihanld be con'itnicted, Bv this 
It IS connected y\iii\ the noild ot fict This is to it as 
the knowledge of the featuies of i iocahty, its leading 
geological lines its diitinctive hotamcil pioducts, is to the 
aitist nho paints a I'l]ldat,^pe If the novelist proceeds 
without such realistic basis hiR woik is sure to be worth- 
less The wing of imagination flips at once in a vacuum. 
Weak sentimontility ttl es the phce cf manly feeling, fiided 
commonplace is offered instead of fi-esh truth, the whole 
wears a flabby, sickly aspect, if only the novelist ignores 
feet and trusts solely to fancy. We do not know any 
instance of imaginative power on which we would more 
willingly rely, which we could more absolutely trust, than 
that of Dickens. Yet when he leaves the alleys of St. 
Giles and the office in Bow Street, which he has seen, and 
Bets himself to depict what he merely im^ines to exist, 
how strange is the work he produces I Literature does not 
contain a more false, foolish, preposterous chai-acter than 
Mrs. Clennam. Mr. Dickens fancied this must be what 
evangelical religion was ; and if he' had informed us that a 
Pakir or other Indian devotee swung himself daily in the 
air, by a hook attached to the top of Nelson's monument, 
he would not have committed a greater absurdity. We 
ai'e quite sure there are as many persons in England who 
believe they will go to heaven by swinging by the foot, as 
there are who propose to compass that end by abstaining 
from their ustial allowance of oysters. But if the necessity 
of a realistic basis is distinctly recognized, the function of 
the novelist is vmdicated fi-om all assault, the novel is 
worthy of respect and attention. The nominally fictitious 
author becomes the recorder of Providence in domestic 
life, the liistorian of the fireside, the philosopher of the 
hmilj circle. The recognition of this necessity has of late 
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been more express than formerly. The temper of the time 
sets strongly towards rugged truth and away from smooth, 
painted falsehood. But no recognition of it could he too 
emphatic. On its practioal acknowledgment we must hano- 
oui- hope for the production of a literature, in name and 
form, for obvious and weighty reasons, fictitious, but in 
reality true, and an honor and blessing to the nation. 

But the novel is a work of Art. There ia more in it 
than bare reality. Of this feet the whole history of fictitious 
composition is a proof, and if the faet has been so, its 
theoretic vindication or the reverse is of comparatively 
Blight importance. Fact, however, and theory agi-ee. The 
novel is unquestionably a work of Art, and, being so, it 
must exhibit some e]ement, for which we can find no 
precise equivalent, though there may bo suggestion or 
analogue, in nature. 

The novel, as we saw, differs broadly from the history. 
Its theme is always domestic life, however the domestic 
incidents with which it deals may be affected by public 
events ; just aa histoiy is always national, though the des- 
tmies of nations may be inflnenced by domestic circum- 
stances. But not even ui the biogi-aphy ia there the 
precise countei-part of the novel. The biography is spread 
over the whole period of life. Its incidents derive their 
relative importance from the illusti-ation they afford of 
character. 

But in the novel a particular period of life is selected, 
the incidents are grouped round one centralizing interest, 
and the narrative stops ahoit at hfe's grand climacteric. 
What ia this interest ? What this cUmacteric ? It is love. 
We must consider it a little. 

" ' Love, the soul of soul, within the soul. 
Evolving it sublimely. First, God's love,' 
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' And next,' lie smiled, ' llie love of wedded sonla, 
Which still presents that mystery's counterpart. 
Sweet Ehadow-i-oae, upon tlie water of life, 
Of sueh a mystic substance, Sharon gave 
A name to! human, vital, fructuous rose, 
Whose calys holds the multitude of leaves,— 
Loves filial, loves fraternal, neighbor-loves, 
And civic, * * » all fair petala, all good scents, 
All reddened, sweetened, from one central Heart!'" 

Thus writes Mi's, Eai'rett Browning in her latest poem. 
If the first poem ever composed were still before us, should 
■wo not find it some lilt, of joyfulness and tears, sung by 
primeval lover beside the trysting tree ? There are feelings 
of a purely epii-itual nature, connecting themselves with 
man's celestial relations and eternal destiny, which tran- 
ecend all that pertain to earth. But of those which belong 
distinctively to the world of living men, whose dwelling is 
the heart that beats for tlu-eescore years and ten, whose 
sphere of operation is between the silent gi-aves and the 
silent stars, the greatest, the mightiest, is love. The scale 
of human emotion, through all its changes of gladness and 
soiTOW, ilea between the silver treble of love and the deep 
bass of death. The fountain of life rises sunward, and the 
light that falls on its white foam at the highest point is love. 
The hill of life is climbed in the dewy morning : in the light 
of noon, on the green, unclouded summit, the loved one is 
met ; as evening steals on, and the dew begins again to fall, 
the descent is slowly made towards the grave at the foot. 
Sometimes death starts up on the top, and chill's the heart 
of love at its fullest throbbing : the might of the anguish is 
then meaanred by the intensity of the joy. 

However we may represent this fact, even though we 
may be moved to a smile, a fact it is, and one of chief im- 
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portance. In the Scriptural view of man, it is explidtly 
attested. The emotion, of which, if we may so speak, the 
final end is man-iage, is expressly appointed to the suprem- 
acy among the feelings by which one human being can be 
attracted towards or linked to another ; and the arrange- 
ment of the social system, as exhibited in histoiy, coit6. 
sponds with the ori^nal appointment. Innumerable as are 
the interests which there circle, various as are the orbits 
there occupied, they all, directly or indirectly, own the 
regulating power of love. 

Turning from life to literature, using the word m its most 
comprehensive sense, the same fa«t meets us in broad and 
dear reflexion. Love was the main theme of epic poetry, 
and may be called the sole theme of the lyre. Around love 
Tragedy and Comedy ahlte arranged their parts. Here, the 
lovers sat upon the dais, ci-imson broidered with gold, and 
from their happy faces gleamed out a light on all around. 
Comedy arranged' the lights, placed the surroimding groups 
in the most effective positions, appointed the music and the 
dancing, and showered her smiles upon the happy pair. 
There, the blue of love's heaven shone pure and serene, 
above the summer ocean and the balmy isle: but suddenly 
the blissful calm waa swallowed in black, firelit tornado, 
and, arrayed in the trailing draperies of storm, Ti-agedy 
swept by. Take love out of literature, and all of it which 
is not strictly scientific, — the simple statement of fiiot and 
law, — all of it that lies within the province of the imagi- 
nation, fells into incoherence" and disruption. It becomes a 
ej-stem of which the gi'avitating centre lias been unfixed. 
But while love remains, however the form may change, the 
radical characteristics of the old imaginative hterature will 
survive. Amid the multitudinous activity, and wild, free 
life of modern times, the drama and the epic of antiquity 
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may be said to have been shaken from their unities and 
proprieties, and finally dashed into fragments. But the 
joys and sorrows of love with which they were concerned 
emerged from the ruin, and commenced, in fresh and buoy- 
ant youth, a new epoch of literary representation in "the 
modem novel." 

The novel, therefore, is scientifically definable as a domes- 
tic history, in which the whole inter^t and all the facts ai-e 
made to combine in the evolution of a tale of love. A 
biographic str^n of which the key note is love. The appli- 
cation of terms may vary to any extent, but we are con- 
vinced that any inquiry into the nature of the novel, 
bearing reference at once to the laws of Art and to the facts 
of history, will conduct to a conclusion essentially the one 
with this. 

It would appear to be iiTefragably established that the 
love story is no mere conventional appendage of the modern 
novel, but bound up in its essence. The passion of love has 
been indissolubly connected with all imaguiative literature. 
It will not, on a deliberate survey, be questioned by any, 
that the fictitious literature of modern times is, to at least a 
lai-ge extent, the more formal imaginative literature of 
antiquity, accommodated to a wider audience and engaged 
in by a larger class of authors. It were surely too bold to 
aflix the name of conventionaUsm to what has been an 
unfailing characteristic of the most popuhir class of literary 
works, and which we found correspondent to an important 
fact in life. 

Have we not found a clue at once to the cause of the 
supreme popularity of the novel with readers, and to the 
means by^which the novelist secures this populai'ity ? That 
ancient theme, to which the hearts of the old Greeks thrilled 
at the Olympic Games, and which fired the Arab eye at the 
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poetical contest in the desert, before the days of Mahomet, 
has been scrambled for in modern times, by romance poets 
and novelists, and the novelists have been very SHCcessful in 
the appropriation. They have possessed themselves of the 
irreastible i^cination : they wield the spell which was 
never yet broken. The sympathetic imagination, evoked 
by the novelist, enables his reader to enjoy the happiness of 
the hero and heroine. No one is so stupid as to be unable 
to live in a land of reverie ; the difficult thing is, amid the 
buffeting of the waves, to keep the foot firm, as on a rock, 
on the present ; therefore the novelist dispenses joy to the 
widest class. But no one is so wise as to resist the charm. 
The philosopher succumbs to it as fest as to the toothaehe, 
tilne out of mind the sage's vanquisher. He laughs and 
weeps with the lover just as other men. 

He weeps, — Yes; but may not this give hs pause f The 
luxury of sorrow, about the existence of which there is not 
a whit more doubt than about that of the luxury of joy, 
has a puzzling look, which may justify us in turning amde 
for a moment to consider it. The pathos which wrings 
your heart, and bathes your cheek in teai-s, holds you 
enchfuned as powerfully as the gladness which makes you 
laugh for joy. Sympathetic participation is here out of the 
question. Yon rejoice with Shirley and Moore, when they 
at last beat out the music of their lives ; but yon cannot 
rejoice with Nancy when Sykes murdere her. Tet the 
pleasure of tragedy, while of a more angnst and solemn, 
seems to be also of a more profound chai-acter than that of 
comedy. We venture upon an explanation of the fact. 
All mighty emotion is in itself pleasurable. This looks 
like, but is not, a contradiction in terms. Distress, it is 
true, cannot be delightful; but the weeping by which it is 
relieved, the oveiflow of the emotion, is pleasurable. The 
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fire itself bnrna and scathes the heart; but the atreaiiiiiig 
of the lava through its tear-channels bears away the woe, 
and produces, in so doing, a sensation of delight. So fer 
there can be no dispute; the psychological fact is perfectly 
■well known. But may it not be applied to the explanation 
of that singular pleas«re with which we ai-e concerned ? 
Does not the secret of all the joy of tragedy and pathos 
, lie in the ekillfiii opening of the slnices, by which the 
surchai-ged fountains of the heai-t empty themselves in 
teai'S? la not the flow of the emotion secured, withoiit^ 
the suffei-ing of the pain? The cause is brought into 
operation by imagination; the emotion naturally follows; 
but the surge of emotion and its cause are precisely pro- 
portioned to each other, and the former bears the latter 
fairly out of the heart. The difference between the distress 
occasioned by literal fact, aud that evoked by the tragic 
artist, may be clearly perceived, by a glance at the scene 
to which reference has been already made, the murder 
of Nancy in Oliver Twist. Let one, after pei-using the 
description given by Dickens, reflect for a moment on the 
possibility that such an incident may have occmTcd in 
actual life. He instantly experiences a thi-ill of regi-et and 
dismay. But it is very difierent from that felt while he 
listened to Mr. Dickens, A new condition affects the case. 
The sorrow is anchored in the heai-t by fiict. To weep, it 
ia true, gives relief: weeping, as distinguished fi-om not 
weeping, sorrow relieved as distinguished from sorrow 
unrelieved, is pleasurable: but the knowledge that such 
girls have actually been killed can be washed out by no 
tears; it remdos there, demanding a fresh flow, nay, de- 
mandhig, to relieve the grating pdn, that active effort be 
1, to put such catastrophes beyond the limits of 
Imagination in the one case, lulls reason asleep. 
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and produces an emotion pon'erful while it lasts; -when 
reason awatena, the man declares he has forgotten himself, 
and the cause and the emotion pass from the mind together. 
In all cases, whether of real belief or factitious, the emotion 
in itself is pleasurable : in each case, whether it overflows 
in weeping or no, it relieves the heart ; but io the one case, 
the pain it assuages is deeply fixed in the heart, and the 
distress remains long, withstanding the alleviation : in the 
other, the emotion bears away all the pain, and reason closes 
behind sorrow the gates of tho heart. 

But besides this joy of sympathetic participation in 
happiness, and the other joy of deep and active emotion, 
though of the Idud occasioned by distress, there is another 
which it is in the power of the novelist to confer upon his 
readers, and which, as representing one of those large 
classes not to be omitted in even a partial view of the 
subject, it will be weO to notice. Like his ancient brethren, 
the epic and dramatic poets, the novelist calls into active 
operation the sympathies of approbation and disapprobation. 
He haa at his disposal the prmceUest rewai'ds and the most 
severe punishments; love and death are in his bands. 
These he dispenses with what is not inappropiiately styled 
poetic justice. It is customaiy to rail considerably at this 
idea of poetic justice, and to remark that life is sometunes 
not quite so just as poetiy. Tet it lies deep in the nature 
of man, modified as it h by the circumstances of his present 
existence, to find m p etc j stce an intense pleasure. 
Viitue consists in hold n^ to the Good and the Ti-ue in 
the face of oppositio a lefy ng temptation ; in buffeting 
circumstance; in sm bug up pat ent, courageous, thankful, 
through the drizzle ot e e y lay existence. There is a 
notion deep in the hearts of all of us, that we should be 
what we ought, were circumstances modified to suit us, 
32* 
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were ive not the Tictims of a luctless destiny. With BecTcy 
Sharp, we think we could be good, if we had five thousand 
a year. If ive have the fivo thousand, we would be virtuous 
upon five-and-twenty thousand. "We should cultivate all 
Hwcet and generous emotions on a sunny bank in Eden, 
We might take a place in the church triumphant, but the 
church militant is left to its own battle. In one word, 
there is beside every man in life, a spectre, more dire than 
that old black spectre, Care, which restrains his generous 
impulses ; the spectre Selfishness. Remove this phantom, 
and we would, aa a mle, obey the nobler instinct. ■ In 
hterary representation, it is removed. We do not recog- 
nize ourselves in nature's mirror. Our instincts, unleashed 
by selfishness, fly fiercely at ua, as dogs may fly at their 
master when bathing, and when, irom his being undressed, 
they do not know him. Approbation, therefore, is readily 
accorded to such persons, in a drama or novel, as desei-ve 
it. And approbation is always pleasurable. The indigna^ 
tion accompanying disapprobation is to some extent the 
same ; and partly it acta in the manner which we en- 
deavored to define, in considering the luxury of distress. 
Along both with the approbation and the disapprobation 
comes an insinuating side wind of self-applause, conveying 
a portion of all the approbation felt on him that feels it, 
and casting conscience into pleasant slumber. 

The modes of plea^g his readere which we have hitherto 
discovered to belong to the novelist, pertain piimarily to 
that element in the novel, which is contributed by Art, in 
the exercise of her inalienable right to mould nature to suit 
her pui'poses, to deck her out in what new fascinations, to 
inspire her with what new thought, the artist chooses. But 
the delineation of reality itself Is a source of real and potent 
pleaflure. Of the enjoyment derived from what is strictly 
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called imitation in pictorial Art — from momentarily mis- 
taking one thing for another — we do not now speak. We 
allude to the satisfiiotion experienced when literaiy descrip- 
tion sets vividly before us any scene, face, or incident, 
■which, in actual existence, would not in any measure an-est 
us. Mr. Dickens interests as in the description of a thread- 
bare coat, on which our glance would not have lingered for 
a moment. Mr. Thackeray keeps us pleasantly entertained, 
in the presence of persons, whom, in actual life, we should 
find insufferably tedious, "A touch of nature makes the 
whole world kin." When we recognize accurate descrip- 
tion of fact in any literary work, we are apt to foi-get 
all other qualities in our abounding delight. Ko doubt 
this pleasure depends partly, if not entirely, on sympathy 
with the exertion of human power; but the fajst is euffi- 
dent for us, and we shall not tarry to discuss its theory. 

We have already ventured to hint a nile, to enunciate a 
principle, by which the novel may he tested, its droaa dis- 
covered and rejected, its sterling metal discerned and ap- 
propiiated. We have found it made up of a real and an 
ideal element. To investigate the connection between the 
two would lead tis into deep and proti-acted discussion. 
But so much ia known of the relation borne by the one 
to the other, that strength of realism is the surest pledge 
of strength in the exercise of the pure imagination. Let 
the demand made of novels therefore be, life, life, and 
^ain, life ; truth in the delineation of character, truth in 
portraying passion, truth in the direction given to the 
reader's sympathies. The novelist may dispose his person- 
ages as he will, but, once he has disposed them, they must 
act in accordance with human nature and the iacts of life. 
Our space forbids any attempt to draw all the distinctions 
which it might be useiiil here to lay down. But the prao 
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tical test we offer ivill be found not to fall. It is possible, 
indeed, that tbe novelist may accurately nan-ate fects, yet 
select such faots as ought not to be brought forward into 
observation. In some instances, these may come under the 
head of gi-oss immorality, in which case they must be sim- 
ply condemned and scorned. In others, they may be of 
an abnormal and exceptional sort, beyond the legitimate 
province of Ait.* Of such we cannot speak here; but 
nothing we could discover regarding them would lead us 
to doubt the general principle, that truthful delineation of 
life implies power in the writer and wholesomeness for the 
reader. With this in his hand, discreetly borne, any one 
may ventui-e into the domain of fictitious literature. 

We say the. novelist may adjust the relations of his char- 
acters as he pleases. He is of course bound down by cer- 
tain laws of probability and natural fitness ; but, on the 
whole, he may modify circumstances to his mind, if he 
correctly and correspondingly modifies the actings of hia 
personages. It is a poor error, to be turned from essen- 
tial truth by the tbin veil of fictitious form. Whether such 
a man as Othello lived or no is of little consequence; that 
is, it matters little whether his name was Othello, whether 
be was by birth a Moor, whether he served tbe Venetians. 
Wherever a wai'm, impulsive, passionate nature, noble and 
generous to the core, is subdued by love and maddened by 
jealousy, the Othello of Shakspeai-e will appear. Romeo 
and Juliet may never have trod the streets of Verona ; but 
wherever love exerts its strange, transforming power, thei'e 
will be Romeos and Juliets. The intense burning of Shak- 
speare's truth forces its way, and shines out clear upon 
ua, through geographical mistakes, anaclironisms, and the 

* See the Essay on Ellis, Acton, and Currei' Bell. 
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wildest play of t!ie imagination. Prospei _ 
less a man, that he dwells in an enchanted island and has 
dealings with Ariel and Caliban. ■ The angeUc love and 
pity which unite in the smile and the tear of Cordelia are 
most ti-ne. The fiendish malignity in the eye and on the 
brow of lago is also, ^as ! true. Lear is. aa a great ship, 
tossing in a mighty wmd, but in such a tempest precise- 
ly so would such a ship rock and strain. 

This matter of truth in the delineation of character, is 
of first rate importance in estimating the valne of any 
work of fiction. It may be of use to name a lew of the 
more common errors fallen into in this department. In 
the first place, men are apt to be converted into mere 
embodiments of single passions. Life is represented aa a 
wild hnrly-burly of passionate excitement. Ho allowance, 
or insufficient allowance, is made for the continual small 
rain of custom and habit, which so cools the heated brain 
in evei-y day existence. Next, there is a peculiar liability 
to failure, in what might be called the right depicting of 
silence. Men, it is well known, when they feel most 
deeply are not apt to be loud in the commimication of 
their feelings. If they are men of action, tliey are still less 
likely to be loquacions. But how is the poor novelist to 
get on without his noisy dialogue and sounding soliloquy? 
Ag^n, we meet with mere oafe and oddities, fit mmates of 
Bedlam, or such as inhabit travelling caravans. It cannot 
be doubted that these are almost entirely beyond the Icit- 
imate province of the novelist. Last of all, an error, pre- 
cisely the reverse of that with which we set out, is often 
committed. An exclusively inteUectual nature, a superhu- 
man superiority to, or inhuman absence of, passion, is 
imputed to the supposititious charaeters. 
All these errors, variously combined and modified, are 
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abundantly represented in the novels of the Minerva Press. 
That this class of novels still exists is too evident : hut it 
5oe3 not now occupy any seat of houor, and no Monk 
Lewis will arise to rescue it from merited disdain. If we 
consider it well, we shall find that its absurdities we, on the 
whole, traceable to an absence of that sound, basing realism, 
wbieh we have praised so highly. It exhibited, on a grand 
scale, the eicMiness, the foolish vagaries, of an ima^nation 
not walking constantly with life. It rendered an invaluable 
service to criticism, by fui-nishing an incomparable example 
of those false sources of popularity, those exaggerated de- 
scriptions of passion, those morbid excitements, those 
modish ideals, — of honor, of beauty, of picturesqueness, of 
sublimity, — which may, for a time, secure unbounded 
success, but which, having no root in nature, are fleeting as 
the whims they pamper. No critic can henceforward be at 
a loss for specimens of sentimentality, theatricality, fustian, 
and the mock sublime. 

Since nature alone afibrds inexhaustible variety, the 
Minerva Press novel becomes soon recognizable, by the 
recuriTng circle of its plots and characters. The book 
opens with an atrodous murder. A body is found in some 
pond, or river, or dungeon, or in the mysterious glade of 
some haunted wood. The reader must be pai'ticulai-]y on 
bia guard here against jugglery. Unless he is genuine 
Yorkshire, a man whom he believed dead will surely arise 
to his discomfiture in after days, heading some band of 
robbers, and performing ah manner of truculent work. 
Tiie reader must insist upon seeing tlie coffin nailed down 
and committed to the grave ; if the death has been 
hanging, he must watch by the fetal tree, at least three 
hours, to certify himself that injured innocence la not cut 
down before life is extinct; he must inspect the throat, 
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to see that no iroii ring has been inserted to cheat the hang, 
man. However, be it agi-eed that there is a nrnrder, and 
a mysterioiis one. The guilt of it somehow casts a dark 
shadow aronnd eomo sweet Adeline or Angelina, who is 
either accused while innocent, or deffanded by cruel I'ela- 
tives who have done the deed. In process of time, some 
good-looking, gallant, mustachioed Herbei't, or Lionel, or 
Clifford, rights the oppressed, seta all m train about the 
murder, talks the highest sentiment, and marries Angelina. 
This instructive narrative is, of course, enlivened by a due 
allotment of night attacks, tapers twinkling in ruins in lone 
woods, raptnroas ejaculations, superhuman devotions, and 
valiant deaths. The novelist amends nature, but not in a 
cunnmg or admirable manner ; not in accordance with the 
deeper laws of nature itself, with which it is well for Art 
always to consort, but in accordance with the requii-ements 
of mode, in subservience to the trick o> the time. He 
improves men in the manner of the applauded Fi-ench 
dramatist, who made men of the old Romans, by putting 
them in court dresses and presenting them at Yersmlles. 
To this class of novels appears to belong the whole series 
bearing the title of Mysteries, whether of Paris, of London, 
or TJdolpho, Mequiescant ! 

The three greatest livmg novelists are Mr. Dickens, Sir 
Edward Lytton Bnlwer, and Mr. Thackeray. 

"We caimot undertake to say how much of the popularity 
of Mr. Dickens is owingtothat exertion of his genius which 
is in itself highest, and how much to that large class of 
cases, in which, as must appear to a sonnd criticism, he has, 
if not subjected his genius to dishonor, at least permitted it 
to indulge in uhild's play. It is not for him to depend on 
the delineation of those personal eccentricities, which Sterne 
called hobby-horses, Jonson humors and which Mr., 
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Macaulay has so finely chai-acterized in his essay on Fanny 
Enrney. The Minerva Press itself might be challenged to 
prodnce, from a like number of volumes, a number of oals, 
deformed persons, idiots, and monomaniacs, equal to that 
Tvhich can Tje coOected from the works of Mr, Dickens. 
Consider the fat boy in Pickwick. What an exquisite ob- 
servation was required, in order to discriminate from his 
fellows that delicately mai-ked character ; what a fine toucli 
■was necessary to set distinctly on the canvas that instruc- , 
tive and charming personage 1 Tnpman is amply a man 
of " humor " in Ben Jonson's sense. So is Winkle. Turn- 
ing to the author's later works, the same characteristic is 
presented. Skimpole, in JBleak Mouse, is an oddity. Rich- 
ard is a nonentity, with a foible or two which might have 
cost him his ireedom and secured him lodging in i lunatic 
asylum. The little mad woman, the lepnlsn e being who is 
destroyed by spontaneons combustion, the brutalized old 
miser, and eo on, all belong to the same cI'i^s Boythorn 
must have a canary to perch about bia peison Jimdyce 
must have idiosyncrasies about the giovileiy and the east 
wind. Surely Mr, Dickens does not confer the highest 
honor upon bia genius, when he sets it to sucb tickling of 
the iancy as this. 

And his genius is worthy of honor, Ho wiiter could be 
named on whom the indefinable gift has been more mani- 
festly conferred. His early works are all aglow with genius. 
The supreme potency with which he commands it, is shown 
in the total absence of effort, in the classic cbasteness and 
limpid flow, of thought, fancy, and diction. Ton are in a 
meadow just after dawn ; the flowei-s are fresh as if they 
had awakened from slumber, and tbe dew is on them all, 
A word, an idea, a glimpse of beauty, is always at hand ; 
the writer never tarries a moment ; yet there is no display, 
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no profusion, of opulence. Yon do not see him -waving the 
wand; the tear or the smile i^ on your cheek hefore yoii 
are aware. 

The distinctive power of Dickens lies, we think, in a sym- 
pathy of extraordinary range, exquisite delicacy, and mar- 
Fellons truth. He does not so much look, with steady, 
nnparticipating gaze, until he knows and remembers the 
£xact features of life : he feels. With all human sorrow he 
could weep ; with all human mirth te conld laugh ; and 
when he came to write, every emotion he aimed at exiting 
was made sure, by being first experienced in hia own breast. 
It was not with the individual man, in the wholeness of hia 
life, in the depths of his identity, that ho naturally con- 
cerned himself. It was kindness, rather than the one kind 
man, that he saw. It was mii-th, rather than the whole 
character which is modified by hamor. Qualities, capacities, 
charaoterbtics, rather than complete men, glassed them- 
selves in the mirror of hia clear and open soul. ' With all 
his accuracy in detailed portrdture, it is a superficial per- 
ception of the order of his genius, which does not see that 
its power- rested naturally less on realism, than on a peculiar, 
delicate, and most captivating idealization, Pickwick, at 
ieast in the whole earlier part of his history, is an impos- 
sible personage. He belongs to broad iai-ce. But we laugh 
at hia impossible conversation with the cabman. We laugh 
at his impossible credulity as he listens to Jingle. We 
/augh at his hnposaible simplicity at the review. The f^'- 
famed Sam Weller, too, corresponds to no reality. The 
Londoner born and bred is apt to bo the driest and most 
uninteresting of beings. All thmgs lost for him the gloss 
of novelty when he was fifteen years old. He would suit 
the museum of a nil admirari philosopher, as a specimen, 
shrivelled and adust, of the ultimate result of his principle. 
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But Dickens collected more jolces than all tlie cabmen in 
London would utter in a year, and bestowed the whole 
treasure upon Sam. His eye was far too acute for the 
comical to let it rest on any one fanny man. In the case 
of those of his characters whom we are simply to admire 
and love, the same distinctive mode of treatment is exhib- 
ited. Rose Maylie and Esther Summerson are breathing 
epitomes of the tendernesses, the sweetnesses, the beauties, 
of life. Oliver Twist concentrates the single good qualities 
of a hundred children. The kind-hearted man, Dickens's 
stock character, be his name Pickwick, Jamdyce, or Clen- 
nam, seems always radically the' same, and corresponds well 
enough with our theory. Perhaps it ia essential deficiency 
in the highest power of individualization, which drives Mr, 
Dickens, it may be unconsciously, to affix, by way of labels, 
to the pereon^es of his story, those insignificant peculiari- 
ties which all can perceive. 

Amid the tumult and distracting blaae of his feme, one 
is by no means safe from the blunder of overlooking the 
kernel of genuine and precious humanity, of honest kind- 
liness, of tender yet expansive benignity, which ia in the 
centre of Dickens's being. His nature must originally 
have been most sweetly tuned. He must ii-om the first 
have abounded in those qualities, which are so beautiful 
and winning when combined with manly character and 
vigorous powers ; a cheerful gentleness, a loving hopeful- 
ness, a willingness to take all things and men for the 
best, an eye for the loveable; such a disposition as one 
finds la Goldsmith, a passionate admiration of happy 
human fa«es, a delight in the sports and laughter of chil- 
dren. He has always, too, been earnestly desirous to pro- 
mote the welfare of men, to remove abuses, to do practical 
good. In tlie conduct of HnusehnlJ Wards, it is easy to 
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see, he has ever had his eye on the practical, coming down 
heajtily now on one social wrong or absurdity, now on 
another, the manner perhaps not always unexceptionable, 
the spirit always right. 

His stepping forwai-d to aid the Admmistrative Reform 
^soeiation was very chai-acterisfcic, and strikingly indi- 
cated the practicality and nobleness of his nature. That 
miserable association could expose the evils of malad- 
ministration only as the Helot could expose the evils of 
dninkenness. But Dickens could not sit apart m the 
approved literai-y fashion. When men arose visibly, and 
declaa-ed it their wish and endeavor to bring talent into 
the councils of the nation, they could not, of course, look 
for any aid from him who had been preaching hero-worship 
and the importance of finding t^ent for the nation all hia 
days. Mr. Carlyle was quiet. Mr. Maurice published a 
weak and windy pamphlet, to the effect, of course, that 
you both should and should not support Administrative 
Refoi-m. Dickens simply attempted to render some prac- 
tical assistance. Thus he has ever acted. A pure white 
flame of ambition to do practical good has ever burned 
steadily in hia breast, and no blustering applause, no fevor- 
ing fortune, could dim its brightness. It is a consideration 
of this fact, associated with that of his warm and generous 
sympathy with every emotion he believes at once noble and 
sincere, which makes it so mournful that Dickens has never 
really in any sense known what true evangelical Christian- 
ity is. The most earnest and exalted feeling that dwells in 
the human breast is to him strange and inconceivable. He 
has liad no glimpse of the beauty and joy of holiness. The 
zeal which has sent hundreds from tJie luxuries and adula- 
tions of civilization, to die, with wasted cheek and bummg 
brow, on the sterile sands of moral and physical desolation, 
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is to him a dcluMon and absurdity. The delight that can 
be ftrniid in the sabbatic calm of devotion, the solace and 
blisaftil rest of worship, are to him lijirocritical affectations 
or wholly unknown. He lias indeed felt his heart drawn 
out in sympathy towards the perfect humanity of the 
Saviour, towards Ilis tender compassion and infinite self- 
sacrificing love : but of the religion of Jesus in its truest 
form now extant he knows only a painful and revolting 
caricature. 

Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton seems to have been adapted 
by nature to succeed as a novelist ; and he baa succeeded. 
The characteristic of his mind is diffused and comprehen- 
sive energy. Neither emotionally nor intellectually, is Sir 
Edward's mind detei'mined, with overwhelming force, in 
one direction. The result has been that neither in the 
province of pure imagination, nor in that of pure intellect, 
has he attained the highest degree of excellence. As a 
tliinker, men wili not accept him for a guide ; as a poet, 
he has failed. The novel is in some respects a debatable 
region, between the spheres of the philosophic thinker and 
the poet. In the department of the no\'ei he has accord- 
ingly won very distinguished honor, Tlie creations of his 
fertile mind, decked out in the fairest colors, float between 
the domiuns of unimaginative prose and tnily imaginative 
poetry. The rhythmic melody, the heaven-idndled en- 
thusiasm, the deep, unfeigned feith, which pei-vade the 
prose of Milton are absent from his works ; the penetrat- 
ing logic of Bntler, the deteimined inquisition of Poster, 
arc alike foreign to him ; but his prose holds in solution 
aboat as much poetry as prose can, and his novels contain 
about as much thought as readers will endure. 

The special ability of Bulwer appears to lie in the delin- 
eation of that passion with which the novel is so deeply 
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concerned, the passion of love. All true and manly pas- 
sions, let it be said, are honored and illustrated in his 
pages. But he stands alone among novelists of his sex in 
the portraiture of love, and specially of love in the female 
breast. The heroism, the perfect trust the strength in death, 
we painted by him with a sympathetic tmth for which we 
know not where to seek a parallel. The effect of Eugene 
Aram's speech at Iiis trial, upon Madeline, his betrothed, — 
the calm, beautiful, satisfied smile, which lit up her wan 
features, — is a golden letter fi-om the veiy handivi-iting 
of nature. Then, where, out of Shakspeai-e, can we find 
such a series of female portraits as those in Mienzt ? One 
scarce knows to which of the masterly delineations to ao 
cord the palm. There is the weak, womanly Adeline, 
strong only in love, able to die beautifully, but not to live 
well. In Irene, there is love's complete, ineradicable de- 
votion, all-subduing, spontaneous, self-sacrificing. In Nina, 
proud love gaaea, self-reliant, and self-satisfied, on all the 
world around, but sinks in womanly tenderness on the 
breast of the loved one. Adeline is the soft, flower-like 
woman, gi-owing feir in the calm summer radiance, but 
withering in the wintry blast. Irene is the human angel, 
of whom poets have so long sung. Nina is the queen, 
ready to live with, or die for, her husband-king. Eienzi 
himself is nobly imagined, endeavoring to tread the surges 



Mr. Thackeray is, as a novelist, so pomted and unmis- 
takable a contrast to Mr. Dickens, that it is interesting to 
find them writing at the same time. Thackeray is as little 
of an idealizer as it seems possible to be, if you write novels 
at all. He cuts into convention ahsm so daringly, that you 
fear sometimes, as when he gives you a novel without a 
hero, that he goes too far, and puts in peril the e 
33* 
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his Art, If Le does idealize, it is not in the manner of 
Dickens, but in one strikingly different. He selects charac- 
ters as Dickens selects characteristics. But he depends 
for success not on the power of his pei-sonages to evoke 
sympathy, negative or positive, but on their strict coiTe- 
spondence with fact. It cannot, perhaps, be said that he, 
any more than Mr. Dickens, reaches the Shakspearean sub- 
stratum of character. His eye is that of an artist. It has 
been trained to take in the whole aspect of the outer man, 
not only in the minutiie of his dress, but in the whole 
monotonous cireumstanco of his eveiy day life. His popu- 
laiity is the most powerful evidence to which one could 
easily pomt, of the capacity residing in the exhibition of 
bare, or even repulsive lact, to interest mankind. It is said 
that Thackeray abandoned the career of an artist, because, 
aocording to his own avowal, he could only caricature. 
He felt the absence of the higher idealizing power. IDs 
novels exhibit the radical qualities which would have dis- 
tinguished his pictures. It is not emotionally that we 
regard them. They call forth no glow of admiration, no 
warm, loving sympathy, no wonder, no reverence. He 
makes his appeal to sterner, colder powers, to reflection, to 
the cynic's philosophy, to contempt. It may be better, 
higher, more noble and self-denying, in him, to do so ; but 
the feet is patent. And its inevitable consequence has 
been and will be, a popularity not so wide, a command 
over the heart not so great, as those of men who permit 
fancy to lay on color, and imagination to heighten life. 
The non-existent Pickwick will always be more deeply 
loved than the aetual Dobbin, The positive folly and 
knavishness of Job and Jingle will always interest more 
than the dismally negative stupidity of Jos. The metallic 
heartlessness, the maohine-Iike selfishness, of Becky, marvel- 
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loiia, inimitaWe, aa that portrait is, wiW neutralize all her 
claverness in attempting to awaken so warm an interest 
as Rose Maylie, Nancy, or Esther Summerson, Facts of 
perfect notoriety bear out this view. Thackeray owes hia 
popularity in great measure to reviewers. The men who 
were not in the way of experiencing emotion recognized 
hia power. The clever young fellows of a satirical cast, 
laboring under the misfortune, painfully conscious to them- 
selves, of bemg before their age, were all on his side. 
Cun-er Bell, with woman's vehemence and woman's cordi- 
ality, made up her mind that he was a great teacher, come 
with some profound and important message for his genera^ 
tion ; and, having made up her mind, she emphatically 
announced it. Of truth, whether intellectual or ethical, the 
works of Thackeray contain, demonstrably and indubitably, 
bat a superficial film. But the voice of Currer Bell was 
heai-d, and the trumpotings of reviewei-s, the applause of 
knowing young men, and other causes, gradually brought 
him into notice, Thackeray became the fashion. Dickens 
owed as Httle of his popnlai-ity to reviewers as the Great 
"Unknown or the Oxford Graduate. It must not be, from 
this, infen-ed that Mi-. Dickens is to be set before Mr, 
Thackeray. The reverse might, indeed, be argued, although 
we do not intend to argue either. Mr, Thackeray suo- 
ceeded, without any aid, in obtaining an audience, select 
it is true, but so cultivated and influential, that, somewhat 
aa in the case of Wordawoith, the nation at large was 
forced to acknowledge him. Those who could find satis- 
faction in the uncompromising recital of nature's facts 
thronged around him. 

If it were asked what one aspect of life Mr. Thackeray 
has distinctively exhibited, the answer could he given in 
one word, — the trivial asjieot. The characters he draws 
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are neither the best of men nor the worst. But the atmos- 
phere of triviality which envelopes them all was never 
before so plainly perceivable. He paints the world as a 
great Vanity Fwr, and none has done that so well. 

The realism of Thackeray can hardly fail to have a good 
effect in fictitious literature. It represents the exti-eme 
point of reaction against the false idealism of the Minerva 
Press. It isa pre-Raphaelite school of novel writing. And 
as pre-Raphaelitismis not to be valued in itself, so much as 
in being the passage to a new and nobler ideal, the stern 
realism of Thackeray may lead the way to something better 
than itself. 

We found that the novel occupies a distinct and legiti- 
mate place among the forms of human exertion, and we 
cannot but deem it a crude and shallow error to pronounce 
upon it a sentence of indisci-iminating condemnation. The 
man who looks resolutely for trath, and bida away from 
him any feeble desire to be merely amused, may derive 
important infoi-mation as to his time, and valuable knowl- 
edge of human nature, by a heedful and Imiited study of 
modern novels. But, on the whole, our decision would be 
that the more limited this study is the better. Converse 
with i-ugged fact, whether of history or sdence, is what, 
beyond question, most efieetually brakes and nourishes the 
mind. If the tendency of the time were to strike its roots 
into the rock, and not to seek the soft aunshme above, one 
might freely advise indulgence in light readmg. But 
since the tendency on this side is by no means likely to 
run to excess, and mce the studious f^ilitation of mental 
exercise, and the habitual use of intellectual stimulants, are 
exceedingly apt to enei-vate and destroy the mmd, our 
final counsel is to lay, as much as may be, the novel on 
the shelf. 
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VIII. 

ELLIS, ACTON, AHD CUREER BELL. 

Etett while the heart of the British nation is filled to 
ovei-floiving by one groat anguish and one gi-eat hope, we 
cannot doubt tliat a thrill of real sorrow will pass to eveiy 
corner of the land with the tidings that Mrs, Nicholis, 
formerly Charlotte Bronte, and known to all the world as 
Currer Bell, ia no more. But a few months ago, we heard 
of her marriage. It became known, with a smile of happy 
enrprise, that the merciless derider of weak and insipid 
suitors had found a lord and master, that the hand which 
di'ew the three worshipful ecclesiastics, Malone, Donne, and 
Sweeting, had been locked at the altar in that of a curate. 
And already the smile fades away in the sound of her 
funeral knell, leaving us to reflect, that all of fruit and 
flower which time might have matured in the garden of 
her genius has been nipped by the fi-ost of death. There 
is something which strikes us as peculiarly touching in the 
death of Cun-er Bell. She seemed so full of animation, of 
vigor ; life danced like ivine in her veins : all she said was 
so fresh and stirring; the child-look, taking this for a grand 
world, worth living in, no place for whining, was etill on 
her face. The brave httle woman I — in whose works you 
could not point to a slovenly line, to an obscure or tarrying 
idea. One thought of her as combining the iron will of 
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her little Jaiio, with the peerless natnre of her Shirley, the 
beautiful panthere^, the forest-born. She could have stood 
out under the lightning, to trace, with fii-m pencil, its zig- 
zags of crackling fii-e. And now she too is but a few 
bandfula of white dust! Her step will never more be upon 
the loved wolds of Yorkshire and the broad moors which 
she made classic by her genius. 

" Her part in all the pomp tliat filla 

The circuit of the summer hills 

la that her grave is green." 

It is a trite, yet ever a suggestive remaa-k, that the variety 
of nature is infinite. You have been watching the sun, 
when, as if in love's changefulnesa, he smiled from behind 
April clouds on the awakening earth. Those evanescent 
lights on lawn and lea, those blight gleams on the distant 
river, that fiintastic spoi-t of the sunhght, kindling its broad 
and silvery illumination, burst after buret, amid the moun- 
tain mist, will never be seen again. Every effect of nature 
is solitaiy. Each star has its own twinkle, every lily of the 
field its pecuhar and unshared beauty. The Hand whose 
touch is perfection repeats not its strokes. But, without 
inquiring what specifically is that mystic thing called genius, 
it ia universally conceded, that it is of its essential nature 
to be, in a peculiar sense, unexampled and alone. Whether 
it be a positive addition to the ordinary complement of 
human faculty, or whether it be some new and cunning 
harmony, some delicate balancing, some exquisite sharpen- 
ing, of the ordinaiy mental powers, it is at least agreed 
that, from the eye in which men discern genius, there falls 
over the world a light whose very novelty nrgt-s to the 
term. It has been said by Coleridge, that the effect of 
genius on its possessor is to perpetuate, in mature age, the 
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wakefiil cnriosifcy, the fresh enjoyment, the loving surpi-ise, 
n-ith which healthful childhood gazes on the new world ; to 
enable a man to see, in the dear, strong light of intellectual 
noontide, the same fairness and freshness over the earth as 
when it lay under the dewy dawn. Be this as it may, the 
fact is beyond qnestion, that there is a diiference between 
the perceptions of Bach an one and those of the throng. 
Into recesses of the hnman heart, -whither, erewhile, we 
cotild not penetrate, this new light guides our steps. Secret 
and ravishing glimpses of beauty, to which we never before 
thrilled, are now revealed to ns. Pasdons which lay dormant 
in onr breasts have been awakened ere we wore aware, to 
ovei-flow in tears or flash in Are. Truths which were alto- 
gether unknown, or, through cnstom, faded and powerless, 
have beamed forth with startling or alluring clearness. 
And when liere, too, death asserts his iron rule, it is no 
figure of speech, bat a sunple statement of fact, that tones 
have died away which we can never hear again from the 
universal hai-p of nature, that "a light has passed from the 
revolving year," and that Providence has again worked 
out, in all it involves of responsibility and monition, those 
high intents for which there was sent among us an original 
mind. The mind of CuiTer Bell was assui-edly original; 
and when we add, that the genius by which it was charac- 
teiiaed was accompanied by an earnestness which might be 
called religious, and turned, by a strong human sympathy, 
upon the general aspects and salient points of the age, it 
becomes a matter of serious moment to sum up the work 
she has done, and estimate the lesson she has taught us. 
The office of criticism is twofold ; it has one duty to perforan 
for behoof of the author and another to the reader. Prom 
that point of view which every honest and individual, 
though nowise remarkably powerftil, mind occiipieg, lights 
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of guidance or BUggeBtion may Tse dkcerned, of yalue to 
the highest ; honest criticism of living authors is therefore 
beyond question to be approved. But this task, and what- 
ever of even apparent acerbity it may entail, ceases with 
the life of the anther. As we received from the dying 
hand the giil to which there will be no addition, however 
it may be required of ns to define its value, we may at 
least pei-mit to criticism the tone of affection and respect. 
It is singularly so in the case of Cun-er Bell. Whatever 
estimate we raiy f m of the net result of positive instruc- 
tion — the ittuil amount ct sucl sound iviilable thought 
as will pa\e thp hi-^hwajs of the -noill — to be fonnd m 
hei woile, we (.innot bit thmk'with tender emotion on 
the daikncss i\lich has so soon swaUo-ned the brief and 
meteoric splendor of hei careei wh le e shonl 1 deem 
that leader of perceptions stnt gely bl nted who 1 as never 
di cemed that With all her vigor and ste n es it was 
deep onl womanly love ithi(,h filled the u mo to ntains 
of her heart It is well loo to lemembe 1 at t were an 
important mi tike to test the value ot any woik, oi series 
oi works by the meie logn,al truth they contain The 
true the beautiful and the goo 1 ai e mabenably allied In 
the immetsmable sjstem ot education i^hch natuio has 
constiucted mound us in this world then con-fcious or 
unconscious influences are perpetuallj llended Ho Mho 
c\me to unfold celestial and unattainable truth, deemed 
not His teothing complete, until Ho t ime 1 the eyes of His 
di=!ciples on the lovehn bs of the Idv an "i the gay careless- 
ness of the birds. Eveiy tone of true pathos, every reveal- 
ing glance by which a new aspect of nature's loveliness 
opens on our eyes — all that tends, in what way soever, to 
make us nobler, gentler, better — must be reckoned in the 
account of what an author has conferred upon us. 
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The name of Currer Bell has constantly been associated 
with those of her two sistei-s, Emily and Anne, known in 
the literary world as Ellis and Acton Bell. The three 
were the daughters of a clergyman of the Church of 
England, who, as we learn from the newspapers, still " at 
Haworth, near Keighley, in Yorkshire," survives his wife 
and all hia children. Genius, as has not unfreqnently hap- 
pened, was, in the case of the three sistera, associated 
with the seeds of fatal disease. Perhaps our whole literary 
annals will show no more touching episode than that on 
which the leaf has just been turned by the death of Cm-rer 
Bell. It is our present purpose to treat chiefly of the 
works of this last, but we shall be pardoned for makmg 
allusion to her sisters, 

Emily Bronte, anther of Wuthering Seights, was, we 
have no hesitation in saying, one of the most extraordinary 
women that ever lived. We have felt strongly impelled to 
pronounce her genius more powerful, her promise more 
rich, than those of her gifted sister, Charlotte. For ac- 
cepting this avowal, the reader will bo somewhat prepared, 
by perusing the following sentences, from the biographic 
notice, brie^ but of thrilling interest, of her two -sisters, 
given to the world by Cnrrer Bell: — "My sistei- Emily 
first declined. The details of her illness are deep-branded 
in my memory; but to dwell on tliem, either in thought or 
narrative, is not in my power. Never in all her life had 
she lingered over any task that lay before her, and she 
did not linger now. She sank rapidly. She made liaste 
to leave us. Yet, while physically she perished, mentally 
she grew stronger than we had yet known her. Day by 
day, when I saw with what a front she met suffering, I 
looked on her with an ajiguish of wonder and love. I 
have seen nothing like it ; but, indeed, I have never seen 
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1 anytting. Stronger than a man, simpler 
than a child, her nature stood alone. The awful point 
was, that, while full of rath for others, on herself she had 
jio pity; the spirit was inexorable to the flesh; from the 
trembling hand, the unnerved limbs, tlie faded eyes, the 
same service was exacted as they had rendered in health." 
The picture thus vividly drawn of a frail form stand- 
ing up undaunted in the scowl of death, should be 
kept before us as we turn to the work left us by Ellia 
Bell. It were a strange and surely a distempered criti- 
cism which hesitated to pass sentence of condemnation on 
Wuthering Seights. We have no such hesitation. Can- 
ons of art sound and imperative, tme tastes and natural 
instincts, of which these canons ai-e the expresMon, unite 
in pronouncing it unquestionably and irremediably mon- 
strous. If there is any truth or indication of trath in all 
that the most artistic of nations alleged conceraing the line 
of beauty, if it is time that in every work of ai-t, however 
displayed, we must meet the proofi of moderation, of calm- 
ness, of tempered and mastered power; if it is a reasonable 
demand that the instances of nature's abortion, from which 
we would turn away in the stieet, objects and incidents 
which awake no higher emotion than abhoiTent disgust, 
be honored with no embalming rites, but left to be taken 
out of our sight, like dead dogs and carrion, by that natuie 
which never perpetuates ivhat is gross or noisome; this 
work must be condemned. On the dark brow and iron 
cheek of Heathcliff, there are touches of the MUtonie 
fiend; but we shrink in mere loathing, in "unequivocal 
contempt," from the base wretch who can use his cruelty 
as the tool of his greed, and whose cnielty itself is so un- 
redeemed by any resistance or stimulant, as to expend 
itself on a dying son or a girl's poodle. There ai'e things 
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which the pen of history cannot he required to do more 
than touch on and pass by. We desire not admittance into 
the recesses of the palace of Sujah Dowlah, we will not 
penetrate the privacy of the Ctesars. If the historic artist 
must at tjmea show us the darkest evil, that we may avoid 
it, or sweep it from the earth, neither his nor any other 
art can altogether forego the glorious privilege of washing 
its creations in pure water, and shunning, at least, the foul 
and offensive. The whole atmosphere, too, of this fiction 
is distempered, disturbed, and wnnaturaL Fever and mal- 
aria are in the air. The emotions and the crimes are on the 
scale of madness ; and, aa if earthly hemgs, and feelings 
called ten-estrial, were not of potency sufficient to cany on 
the exciting drama, there are dangerous, very ghostly per- 
sonagea, of the spectral order, introduced, and communings 
held with the spirit world which would go fai- to prove 
Yorkshire the original locality of spirit-rapping. All this 
is true, and no reader of the book will deem our mode of 
expressing it severe. Yet we have perfect confidence in 
pointmg to Wuthering Heights, as a work containing evi- 
dence of powei-s it were perhaps impossible to estimate, 
and mental wealth which we might vainly attempt to com- 
pute. A host of Titans would make wild work, if directed 
by a child to ovei-tum the mountains; a host of dwarfs 
would do httle good or harm in any case ; but bring your 
Titans under due command, set over them a judgment that 
can dtscem and command, and hill will rise swiftly over 
hill, till the pyramid is scaling the sky. The powers mani- 
fested ui this strange book seem to us comparable to a 
Titan host; and we know no task beyond their might, had 
tliey been ruled by a severe taste and discriminating judg- 
ment. The mere ability to conceive and depict, with 
strength so unwavering and clearness so vivid, that wild 
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gronp of characters, the unmeasared distance into ■which 
recedes all that is conventioDal, customary, or sentimental, 
the tremendous strength and maturity of the style, would 
be enough to justify our words. The very absurdities and 
exaggerations of the conatmction lend their testimony here. 
Not for a moment, ivith such materials, could the aim of art 
have been attained, could belief, in some sense and for some 
space, have been produced, save by commanding powers. 
It may be the wild and haggard pageantry of a dream at 
which we gaze, but it is a dream we can never- forget. 
Though the dissent and denial of om- reason are, when we 
pause, explicit, we no sooner resign ourselves to the spell 
of the magician, than we feel powerless to disbelieve. In 
the strength of the assertion, we overlook its absurdity. 
Touching the character of Heathcliff, moreover, and, with 
less expressness, of that of Cathy Earnshaw, we have a 
remark to make, which will extend to certain of the char- 
acters of Currer BeU, and which might, we think, go fiir to 
point out a psychological defence, to he urged with some 
plausibility, of much that is extravagant and revolting in 
either case. The power over the mind of what Mr. Car- 
lyle calls "fixed idea," is well known; the possession of 
the whole soul by one belief or sum produces strange and 
unaccountable effects, commingling strength and weakness, 
Idndness and cruelty, and seeming, at fii"St sight, to com- 
promise the veiy unity of nature, Ellis BeD, i'.i Wiither- 
ing Heights, deals with a kindred, though somewhat differ- 
ent phenomenon. She has not to do with intellect, but 
emotion. She p£unts the effects of one overmastering feel- 
ing, the maniac actings of him who has quaffed one draught 
of maddening passion. The passion she has chosen is love. 
There is still a gleam of nobleness, of natural human affec- 
tion, m the heart of Heathcliff m the days of his early love 
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for Catliy, when he rashes manfully at the bull-dog which 
haa seized her, and sets himself, after she is safe in Thrush- 
cross Grange, on the window ledge, to watch how matters 
go on, "hecause," says he, "if Catherine had wished to 
return, I intended shattering their great glass panes to a 
million fragments, unless they let her out." But we watch 
that boyish heart, until, in the furnace of hopeless and 
agonizing passion, it becomes as insensible to any tender 
emotion, to any emotion save one, as a mass of glowing 
iron to trictling dow. Heatholiff's original nature is seen 
only in the outgoing of his love towards Cathy ; there he 
is human, if he is frenzied ; in all other eases, he is a devil. 
As his nature was never good, as there were always m it 
the hidden elements of the sneak and the butcher, the 
whole of that semi-vital hfe which he retains towards the 
rest of the world is ignoble and revolting. His sorrow 
has been to him moral death. With truly diabolic uni- 
formity, every exercise of power possible to him upon any 
creature, rational or irrational, Cathy, of course, excepted, 
is made for its torment. He seems in one half of his nature 
to have lost all sensibility, to be unconscious that human 
beings suffer pain. The gi-eat agony of passion has burned 
out of his bosom the chords of sympathy which linked him 
to his kind, and left him in that ghastly and fiendish soli- 
tude, which it is awful to dream of as a possible element in 
the punishment of hell. However frightful the love-scenes 
in the death chamber of Cathy-— and we suppose there is 
nothing at all similar to tliese in the range of literature — 
we feel that we are in the presence of a man. When we 
think on his early roamings with his lost and dying love 
on the wild moors, we can even perceive, stealing over the 
heart, a faint breath of sympathy. But when he leaves 
the world of his real existence — the world of his love for 
34* 
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Cathy, whether aa a breathing woman, or as the wraith 
which he still loves on — we shrink from him aa from a 
corpse, made more ghastly hy the hideous movements of 
galvanism. Somewhat different is the effect of the same 
passion upon Cathy. Hera was originally a bi-ave, beaati- 
fiil, essentially noble natui-e ; through all her waywai'dness, 
we love her still; and thoagh her passion for Heathcliff 
costs her her Ufe, it never scathes and sears her soul into 
a calcined crag like his. To the last, her heart and imag- 
ination can bear her to the wild flowers she used to gather 
amid the heath ; strange and wraith-like as Rhe grows m the 
stonii of that resistless passion, we know full well that no 
mean, or cruel, or unwomanly thoaght could enter her 
breast. Viewed as a psychological study of this soit, a 
defence might, we say, be set up for the choice of thesa 
two characters; and when thus confessedly morbid, their 
handling will be aJloweii to be masterly. Nor can it be 
alleged that instances of similar passion, attended by likei 
results, are not to be met with in real life. Madness, 
idiocy, and death, are acknowledged to follow misguided 
or hopeless affection. In the ease both of Cathy and 
Heathcliff, there was unquestionably a degree of the first. 
But the defence can at best be partial, for, we submit, 
bedlam is no legitimate sphere of art. Of one thing, how- 
ever, there can be no doubt. The girl's hand which drew 
Heathcliff and Cathy, which never shook as it brought out 
those lines of agony on cheek and brow, which never for a 
moment lost its strength and sweep in flourish or bravui-a, 
was such as has seldom wielded either pen or pencil. 

We might descant at great length on the variety of 
power displayed in this extraordinary book ; hut we should 
leave it without conveying an idea, even partially correct, 
of ita general character, if we omitted to notice those 
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touches of nature's softest beauty, those tones of nature's 
softest melody, which are blended, so cnnuhigly aa to excite 
no sense of discord, with its general excitement and gloom. 
We cannot forbear quoting here a passage -which seems to 
us deeply suggestive ; the speaker is a young girl, and he 
of whom she speaks a boy about her own age: — 

" One time, however, we were near quaiTelling. He said 
the pleasantest manner of spending a hot July day was 
lying from morning till evening on a bank of heath in the 
middle of the moors, with tho bees hummmg dreamily 
about among the bloom, and the larks singing high up 
overhead, and the blue sky and bright sun shining steadily 
and cloudlessly. That was hia perfect idea of heaven's 
happmess. Mine was, rocking in a rustling green tree, with 
a west wind blowing, and bright, white clouds flitting 
rapidly above ; and not only larks, but throstles, and black- 
birds, and linnets, and cuckoos, pouring out music on every 
side, and the moors seen at a distance, broken into cool, 
dusky dells ; but close by great swells of long gi'ass undu- 
lating in waves to tho breeze ; and woods, and sounding 
water, and the wholo world awake and wild with joy. He 
wanted all to lie in an ecst^cy of peace ; I wanted all to 
sparkle and dance in a glorious jubilee." 

Does this not beai- witness to much ? No sympathy but 
that of a green heart could have won access to that child's 
heaven. None but a free, and elastic, and loving nature 
could thus, with the inimitable touch of tnith and reality^ 
have lieard, through the ear of that glad girl, in the joy. 
toned anthem of bird, and water, and rustling branch, the 
very music of heaven. The faithfulness of the picture, the 
pei-fect and effortless realization of the whole summer scene, 
80 that we hear that west wind, and see those bright white 
clouds — the oumulons clouds which the summer long, are 
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the flocks of the west wind — and scent that bloom of the 
warm, wavmg heather, is demonstration absolutely sufBcient 
of that inborn love of nature's joy and beauty which never 
yet dwelt in a naiTow or unworthy breast. This short 
extract, too, is sufBcient to prove maturity and excellence 
of style. There is a free, strong, graceful force in every 
line ; there is no dallying, no second touch ; the little scene 
groups itself gracefully together as if to that summer music. 

We make no more than an allusion to Ellis Bell's poetry. 
It is characterized by strength and freshness, and by that 
original cadence, that power of melody, which, he it wild, 
or tender, or even harsh, wae never heard before, and comes 
at first hand from nature, as her sign of the bom poet. 
We have compared the poetiy of the three sisters ; and in 
spite of a prev^liug opinion to the contrary, we scruple 
not to declare, that the clear result of our examination is 
the conclusion that Ellis Bell's is beyond measure the best. 

But, after all, we must pronounce what has been left us 
by this wondel^ftll woman, unhealthy, immature, and worthy 
of being avoided. Wutkeeing ITeights, we repeat belongs 
to the hon-or school offiction, and is involved in t n e [u 
ocal and unexceptiug condemnation. We say n t th t a 
mind, inured to the task, caimot, by careful s t ny •md 
severe discrimination, derive valuable hinta and npo tant 
exercise from such works. You may trace nd em date 
strength of touch and richness of color, whileyou detest the 
subject. Ton may listen to snatches of woodland music, and 
thrill to tints of woodland beauty, in the neighborhood of 
the hyena's den. But we do not for this recall our condem- 
nation. At the foot of the gallows, touches of natiu'c's 
tendei'ness may be marked : m the pallid face of the crim- 
inal you may note workings of emotion not to be seen 
elsewhere. Anatomy might be studied, with both novelty 
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and force of iiistniction, in the quivering of tlie muscles and 
wrenching of the forehead of one who Jay on tlio wheel. 
But it admits not of question, that the general effect of sneh 
spectacles is brutalizing, and we would therefore ivithont 
hesitation terminate their publicity. On exactly the same 
grounds, would we bid our readera avoid workis of distem- 
pered excitement. Even when such are of the highest 
exceUenoe in theu- class, as those of Ellis Bell and Edgar 
Poe, we would deliberately sentence them to oblivion. 
Their general effect is to produce a mentd state alien to the 
calm enei-gy and quiet homely feelings of real life ; to make 
the soul the slave of sthnulanta, and those of the fiercest 
tind ; and, whatever morbid initability may for the time 
J>e fostered, to shrivel and dry up those sympathies which 
are the most tender, delicate, and preciotis. Works like 
those of Edgar Poo and this Whtherinff Heights must be 
plainly declared to blunt, to brutalize, and to eneiwate the 
mind. Of the poetry, also, of Ellis Bell, it must be said 
that it is not healthful. Its beauty is allied to that wild 
lovelmess which may gleam ou the hectic cheek, or move 
while it startles, as we listen to maniac ravings. And 
■wherefore this unchanging wai], whence tliis peqjctual and 
inexpressible melancholy, in the poems of one so young ? 
What destiny is it with which this young heart so vainly 
Struggles, and by which it is overcome ? Is it possible that, 
under the sunny azure of an English sky, and while the foot 
IS on English moors, so utter a sadness may descend on a 
^rl, whom we expect to find " a metaphor of spring, and 
niii-th, and gladness," the sister of the fewn and the Imnet ? 
The spectacle is deeply touching, and, alas ! the explanation 
is at hand ; an explanation which, while it leaves untouched 
the assertion that the beauty of these poems is that of the 
blighted flower, changes every feeling with which we might 
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momentarily regard their author into pitying sorrow. Her 
genius was yoked with death. It never freed itself from 
the dire companionship, never rose into freedom and clear- 
ness. As in the old Platonic chariot, her soul, borne by 
her winged genius, rose strong and daring towards the 
empyrean ; but ere it breathed the pure serene, that black 
steed, which was also yoked indissolubly to the car, dragged 
her downwai-ds even to the grave. Her poetry, whatever 
tones of true and joyful lyric music it may at intervals 
afford, is, aa a whole, but the wild wailing melody to which 
was fought the battle between genius and death. 

Of Anne Bronte, known as Acton Bell, we have scarce a 
remark to make. In her life, too, sadness was the reigning 
element, but she possessed no such strong genius as her 
sister. "Anne's character," says Currer Eell, "was more 
subdued ; she wanted the power, the fire, the originality of 
her sister, but was well endowed with quiet virtues of her 
own. Long-suffering, self-denying, reflective, and intelli- 
gent, a constitutional reserve and taciturnity placed and 
kept her in the shade, and covered her mind, and especially 
her feelings, with a sort of nun-like veil, which was rarely 
lifted," Her death is thus recorded by the same authority : 
— "She (Ellis) was not buried ere Anne fell ill. She had 
not been committed to the grave a fortnight, before we 
received distinct intimation that it was necessary to prepare 
our mmds to see the younger sister go after the elder. 
Accordingly, she followed in the same path, with slower 
Step, and with a patience that equalled the other's fortitude. 
I have said that she was religious, and it waa by leaning on 
those Christian doctrines in which she firmly believed, that 
she found support through her most painful jouniey, I 
witnessed their efficacy in her latest hour and greatest trial, 
and must beai- testimony to the calm triumph with which 
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they brought her through." She died May 28, I84!>. The 
last lines wntten by Acton Boll are so full of pathos, 
awaken a sorrow so lioly and ennobling, and breathe a faith 
so sti-ong and tranquil, that we cannot pass them hy: — 

"I hoped, that with the brave and strong, 
My portion'd task might lie ; 
To toil amid the busy thronn-, 

With purpose pure and high. 
But God has fix'd another part, 

And he has fix'd it ivell : 
I said so with my bleeding heart. 

When first the anguish fell. 
Thoa, God, hast taken our delight, 

Our treasured hope away: 
Thou bidd'st us now weep through the night. 

And sorrow through the day. 
These weary hours will not be lost, 

Tliese days of misery, 
These nights of darkness, anguiah-tosli 

Can I but turn to thee: 
With secret labor to sustain 

In humble patience every blow} 
To gather fortitude from pain, 

And hope and holiness from woe. 
Thus let me serve thee from my heart, 

Whate'er may be my written fal«; 
Whether thus early to depart, 

Or yet awhile to wait 
If thou should'st bring me hack to life, 

More ImmUed I should be ; 
More wise -more streugUieu'd for the strife. 
More apt lo lean on thee. 
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Should death be standing at the gate, 

Thus should I keep my vow ; 
But, Lord ! whatever be ray lato, 

Oh, let me serve thee now I " 

"These lines written," adds Currer Bell, "the desk was 
closed, the pen laid aside, forever," 

It may well be doubted whether any more than a faint 
and mournful reminiscence of Ellis and Acton Bell will 
survive the generation now passing away. But the case is 
widely different with the eldest of the sisters. Currer Bell 
has won for herself a place in our literature from which she 
cannot bo deposed. Her uifluence will long be felt, as a 
strong plastic energy, in the literature of Britain and the 
world. The language of England will retain a trace of Iier 
genius. "We have no intention, at present, to subject her 
works to a detailed criticism ; we purpose merely to notice 
a few of her leading characteiTStics, and, listening to her 
words as those of one who scrupled not to assume the 
tone of a censor of her age, and considered every word she 
penned matter of conscientious regard, to endeavor to 
define, briefly but articulately, the worth of her teaching. 
Cuner Bell pioteeaed to be no idle enteitamer. She did 
not indeed t"^ on a moi il to the enl of hei book, — else 
It Hid been little woith — oi even llizon it on its sm-iace. 
Uut she piofe-ised to wiite truly to show living men 
•ml w Jmen meetmg the exit.enue'i gnp^ling with the 
piohleme ot ie<il life to jomt out how the battle goes in 
piivate ciiclc^ between pietension and icility, between 
ftlbehood anl tiuth If we «eie content to listen to her 
IS a lustoiian bl e lehnqmshLd with -x smile the laurel of 
the lomancei she wis the ptofe'«scd foe of convention- 
ality and the whole tone of hei wntmp,s e^mces her desire 
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to fling off its trammels. To wliat extent she aucceeded 
we may learn as we proceed. 

The style of Currer Bell is one which will reward study 
for its own sake. Its character ia directness, clearness, 
force. We could point to no style which appeai-s to us 
more genuinely and nobly English. Prompt and business- 
like, perfectly fiee of obscarity, refining, or involution, it 
seems the native garment of honest passion and clear 
thought, the natural dialect of men that can woi-k and will. 
It reminds one of a good highway among English hills: 
leading straight to its destination, and turning aside for no 
rare glimpse of landscape, yet bordered by dewy fields, 
and woods, and crags, with a mountain stream here rolling 
beneath it, and a thin cascade here whitening the fees 
of the rock by its side : utility embosomed in beauty. 
Perhaps its tone is somewhat too uniform, its balance and 
cadence too unvaried. Perhaps, also, there is too much of 
the abruptness of passion "Vfe should certainly set it far 
below many styles in richness, delicacy, calmness, and 
grace. But there is no wiiter who'ic stylo can be pro- 
nounced a universal mode], and foi smiple naiTative, for 
the relation of what one would heir « ith all speed, yet 
with a spice of accompanying pleasure, this style is a model 
as nearly perfect as we can conceive. And its beauty is so 
genuine and honest I You are at fim at a loss to account 
for the chai-m which breathes around, filling the air as with 
the fragrance of roses after showers; but the secret cannot 
long remain hidden from the poor critic, doomed to know- 
how he is pleased. It lies in the perfect honesty, combined 
with the perfect accuracy, of the sympathy with natui'e's 
beauty which dwelt in the breast of the author; in the 
fact tiiat she ever loved the dew-drop, the daisy, the moun- 
tain bird, the vernal branch. Uncalled for and to her 

FIRST BERIBS. 35 - . . 
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nnconseiously, at the snule of gympathy, the flowers and 
the dew-drops come to soften and adorn her page. 

Of Currer Bell's love of nature we wish we had space to 
speak at some length : we can offer merely one or two 
remarks. There is nothing so commonly mimicked, and 
there ai-e few things so rarely displayed, as genuine love 
and accurate knowledge of nature. The truth is, nature 
is somewhat difficult to know: we think not of noting 
the tinte in a picture which has hung in our eyes since 
childhood. And whatever may be said of universal heauty, 
we have become perfectly assured of this, that he who seta 
himself really to watch nature will find the beauty of her 
general aspect merely the contrast by i^hich she illustrates 
ber moods and moments — the evei-y day dress by whieh 
bhe sets nff her jewelry: and that few indications can 
be surer of a want of delicate appreciation of the loveH- 
ness of sky, and cloud, and mountain, than the common- 
place prating about al! being beautiful which we behold. 
Currer Bell, hke her sister Ellis, gives ua such pictures of 
natm-e, &o detsuled, m definite, so unmistakable, so fresh, 
that they i-ise before us like a reminiscence, or give us an 
assm-ance as of eyesight. We could quote, in illustration 
of these remarks, pa^E^e after passage of perfect truth, not 
in any measure the less true that the scenes described have 
been seen by the eye of an original imagination, or that an 
exquisite fancy has at tunes fiung a peai-1-wreath round the 
dove's neck, where nature's touches of azure and gold were 
already gleaming. Among the more ordinary but most 
easily appreciable of such passages, is that carele^ passing 
description in the third volume of Shirley, of the general 
effect of an east wind in a cloudless August sky, and the 
sudden change to the west; — "It was the close of August: 
the weather was fine ~ that is to say, it was veiy dry and 
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veiy duaty, for an arid wind liad been blowing from tiie 
east this month past: very cloudlesi, too, thouglr a pale 
Ime, stationaiy iu the atmosphere, seemed u> rob of ajl 
depth of tone the bine of heaven, of all freshness the ver- 
dure of earth, and of all glow the light of day 

Bnl there oame a day when the wind ceased to sob at the 
eastern gable of the rectory, and at the oriel window of 
the chnroh. A little cloud Hke a man's hand arose in the 
west ; gusts from the same quarter drove it on, and spread 
it wide; wet and tempest prevailed awhile. When that 
was over, the sun broke out genially, heaven regained its 
azure, and earth its green; the livid cholera-tint had van- 
ished from the &ce of nature ; the hills rose dear round 
the horaon, absolved from that pale malaiia-Iiaze." Wot 
more true, but more i-are, is the following bit of woodland 
painting, which, we humbly submit, is worthy of Words- 
worth ; — " I know all the pleasautest spots : I know where 
we could get nuts in nutting-thne ; I know where wild 
strawberries abound ; I know certain lonely, quite untrod- 
den gMcs, carpeted with strange mosses, some yeDow as 
if gilded, some a sober gi-ay, some gem-green. I know 
groups of trees, tliat ravish the eye with their perfect, pic- 
ture-Iike effects: rude oalt, delicate birch, glossy beech, 
clustered in contrast ; and ash-trees stately as Saul, stand- 
ing isolated, and superannuated wood-giants dad m bright 
shrouds of ivy." The reader of these works will know we 
could quote simihir sketches fr^m eveiy diapter. 

Allied with this power of origmal and loving observation 
of nature, and here naturally dauamg our attention, the 
imaginative faculty of Curror Bell was altogether now and 
remarkable. It would lead us very fer to discuss and de- 
termine the rehtions and distinctions between the powers 
of perception, of imagination, and of thought. Wo lean 
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to the belief, that a definite line cannot be Am-wn between 
them ; that it is not possible in every case to distuiguish 
between the piercing glance which perceives, and the imag- 
inative gaze which bestows; between the strong memory 
Which retama, and the clear conception which recalls. Wo 
doubt not that the imagination of CniTer Bell wes con- 
cemed in every embracing look she cast over natnre; and 
we should deem it a vain assay to disentangle the complex- 
ity of faculty by ivhich so iair a variety of beauty was 
lared to her p^e. But there are effects of imagination 
which are unmistakably its own, whcro no scene or foi-m 
of nature is recalled, but where, fi-om her tints and her 
lines, a chosen number are selected, and the whole ar- 
ranged anew by a power which we must name creative. 
We may Mter in defining the precise faculty which enables 
Tis to paint perfectly the waving corn ov the glowing gar- 
den. But Tve own the magic of imagination at once, when, 
in the midst of her gardens, or surrounded by swaithy 
reapera and crowned with the yellow sheaf, the Flora or 
the Ceres stands before us. It is to efforts of the imagi- 
native feculty thus unmistakable, that we direct attention 
in the case before us. There are pieces of poetic creation 
in the prose works of CuiTer Bell, distinct, not only from 
the general texture of her composition, but, so far as wo 
know, from anything in the English language. They are 
not of great number, but so distinct are they and striking, 
that eveiy one of them couH, after a ^ngle perusal of her 
works, he pointed out. The three pictures selected by 
Rochester fi-om Jane's portfolio, the Mennaid and H"ereide3 
in Shirley, and a few such, complete the list. We shall 
select one as an example, perhaps the finest, yet closely re- 
sembling in all hnportant particulars the othei-s. It is the 
personification of nature in the second volume of Shirley : — 
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"The gray chnrch, and grayer tombs, look divine with 
tliis crimson gleam on tliein. Nature is now at her even- 
ing prayei-a ; she ia kneeling before those red hills. I sea 
her prostrate on the great steps of her altar, praying for a 
Mr night for mariners at sea, for travellers in deserts, for 

Iambs in mooi-g, and mifledgod birds in woods 

I saw — I now see — a woman-Titan: her robe of blue air 
spreads to the outskirts of the heath, where yonder flock is 
grazing; a veil, white as an avalanche, sweeps from her 
head to her feet, and arabesques of hghtning flame on its 
borders. Under her breast I see her zone, purple like that 
horizon ; through its blush shines the atai- of evening. Her 
steady eyes I cannot pictm-e— they ai-e clear, they are deep 
as lakes, they are lifted and full of worship, they tremble 
with the softness of love and the lustre of prayer. Her 
forehead has the expanse of a cloud, and is paler than the 
early moon, lisen long before dark gathers ; she reclines 
her bosom on the ridge of Stilbro' Moor, her mighty hands 
are joined beneath it. So kneeling, face to face she speaks 
■with God," 

We have nothing in the poetiy of Cuirrr Bell to com. 
pare with this. There seems to us a giandeur of concep- 
tion, a strength and sweep of line, a calm and beautiful 
glow of color, a Grecian harmony and flnish, in the whole 
creation, which would render no epithet of applause ex- 
trav^ant. It has the tmity of poetry. Had it been 
wi'apped in a garment of metrical harmony, it would have 
been recognized as one of the most powei-M and beautiful 
pe o ficat on% n the range of our poetic literature, W© 
n gl t peik n sunilar terms of her pictures of the Mer- 
m I n 1 ! e Nereides. By the wizard and plastic might 
of h r n a t on, the sea-woman of the North is once 
mo e fo ed with life, and glares appalling from the 
35* 
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ridge of the it'avo. By the same original energy, the 
poetio dream of the old Greek mind is rescued fi'om en- 
veloping oblivion, and the daughtera of Kereus, filmy aa 
the foam amid which they glide, rise spectral before us, 
as they might to the eyes of the young bai'd of Hellas, 
wandering belated by the moonlit surge of the jEgean. 
Passages of eolitary brilliancy ai'e of frequent occurrence 
in all our more imaginative prose writers. Apostrophic 
bra-Bts and long elaborate similes are abundantly to be met 
with. But the clear and separate creation of poetry, the 
group or the figui-e, fairly chiselled from the flawless mar- 
ble and left forever in the loneliness of their beauty, we 
know not to have been over formally introduced into Eng- 
lish prose, save by Cun-er BeU. 

The peculiar strength of CuiTer BeU as a novelist can be 
pointed out in a single word. It is that to which allusion 
was made in speaking of Wuthenng Heights; the delinea- 
tion of one relentless and tyrannizing passion. In hope, in 
ardor, in joy, with proud, entrancing emotion, such as 
might have filled the breast of him who bore away the fire 
of Jove, love is wooed to the breast. But a storm as of 
fate awakens : the blue sky is broken into lightnings, and 
hope smitten dead ; and now the love which formerly was 
a dove of Eden is changed into a vulture, to gnaw the 
heart, retdned in its power by bands of adamant. As the 
victim lies on hia rock, the whole aspect of the world 
changes to hia eye. Ordinai-y pleasures and ordinary pmns 
are impotent to eng^e the attention, to assuage the tor- 
ment. No dance of the nymphs of ocean attracts the wan 
eye, or for a moment turns the vulture aside. Such a 
pasrfon is the love of Rochester for Jane, perhaps in a 
somewhat less degree, that of Jane for Rochester; such, 
slightly changed in aspect, is the passion beneath which 
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Caroline pines away, and that -which convulses the brave 
bosom of Shirley. With steady and daring hand, Currer 
Bell depicts this ^ony in aU its stages; we may weep and 
tremble, but we feel that her nerves do not quiver, that 
her eye ia unfilmed. So perfect is the veiisimilitude, nay 
the truth, of the dehneation, that yon cannot for a moment 
doubt that living hearts have actaally throbbed w-ith like 
passion. It ia matter, we believe, of universal assent, that 
Cnrrer Bell here stands almost alone among the female 
novelists of Briton, and we doubt whether, however they 
surpass her in the variety of their delineations, there is any 
novelist of the other sex who, in this department, has 
exhibited greater power. 

What positive lesson, we ask finally, moral or intellectual, 
did Currer Bell read to her ago ? The question can be 
simply and briefly answered. In her works, there is a 
universal assertion of rights and emotions stamped by the 
seal-royal of nature, against the usurpations of avarice and 
mode. The pasdon which is kindled really by nature, 
though tho hearts in which it glows may be far asnnder, 
shall bum its way, through station, through prejudice, 
through all obstacles that can oppose it, until the fires 
unite, and rise upwards in one white flame. Tho tnie love 
of Rochester for the governess he employs, the true love 
of the rich and brilliant Shirley for her tutor, must finally 
triumph: Kature and Custom contend, and the "anarch 
old" goes down. It is always so; the sympathy with 
nature's strength and reality is unchanging. Poltroonery, 
too, of all sorts, baseness, feeble pretension, and falsehood, 
are crowned with their rightful scorn. Valor, foi-titude, 
strength of will, and all the stalwart virtues that bear the 
world before them, are honored and illustrated. The great 
duty of submission, without iainting or murmui-ing, to the 
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decrees of Providence, is proclaimed with overwhelming 
power, and indeed with an iteration which makes us at 
times fain to cry out, that this is Cun-er Bell's one lecture, 
which we may expect at any moment to be held by the 
button-hole to hear. "I disapprove everything Utopian, 
Look life in its iron face, stare reality out of its brassy 
countenance:" this is the gist of all her moralizing. The 
lesson, however, belongs to the stei-n and practical ethics 
of life, not easily rendered trite, and we deem worthy of 
special remark a particular instance in which we have it, 
or one nearly allied to it, is enforced; in all the fiction we 
ever read, we could point to no case of insti-uction, at 
once so practical, so impressive, and so precious. It is a 
particular touch in the delineation of the triumph of reso- 
lution and principle in the breast of Jane Eyre. The 
conflict is at its height. Reason and conscience falter, and 
will give no clear decision; they seem inclined rather to 
regard surrender as a less evil than the possible suicide of 
Rochester. Then it is that the epic heroism of little Jane, 
while it reaches the climax of ite gi-andeur, reaches also the 
height of its practical value. "I had no solace from self- 
approbation: not even from self-respect. I had injured — 
wounded — left my master. I was hateful in my own eyes. 
Still, I could not turn, nor retrace one step. God must 
have led me on. As to my own will or conscience, impas- 
sioned grief had trampled one, and stifled the other." The 
same phase of her agony had been presented shortly before, 
and perhaps with still greater force. We believe this no 
mere imaginary picture. There are situations in life -W'hen 
blackness ia overhead and desolation witliin, and not any- 
thing remains but an indestructible, unaccountable, scarce 
conscious mstinct of duty ; when the soul may be likened 
to one who clings to a rope in a swoon, whUe a great billow 
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goes over him, and 1iis only chance is, that the senseless 
hand still holds spasmodically on. In the houi- of soi-est 
need, the figure of that invincible gii"l may i-ise, with a look 
of real and potent encoiiragement, to steel many a heart to 
defy the devil to the last. 

The assertion of what we may call, the saorednesa of 
natural emotion, in its natural modes of action, made by 
Currer Bell, merits an attention altogether peculiar. There 
are few subjecta on which we wonld speak with greater 
emphasis. It relates to a part of the system of natural 
ethics which Christians are most apt to neglect, bat of 
which the neglect is as pemieious as it is indefensible. Has 
it not a somewhat singular sound, to talk of the Christian 
duty of permitting in the formation of the nuptial tie (nay, 
of enjoining and insisting on) the free play of the natural 
affections? Is it not widely cuatomaiy, for men and 
women, ready to die in defence of Christian principle, 
anxiously and prayerfully shaping their lives by the teach- 
ing of the New Testament, either themselves to marry, or 
to lend their sanction to marriages, in which it is well 
known and deliberately contemplated, that no feeling of 
intense attachment, no love, exists in'the breast of either 
party ? Men whom it would be hai-d not to call excellent, 
clergymen especially, regard entrance upon the married 
state as a pai-t of the formal and mechanical business of 
life. At a certain age, the duties of the parish are entered 
upon, the manse is funiished, and then, for various reasons, 
of comfort, of economy, of respectability, a wife is "taken." 
Young persona of the other sex are, so far as we can judge, 
equally apt to looU upon marriage with no sense of the fact 
that afFection is here one with duty, and its absence a sin. 
Parents, again, as will occur to every one, though of sincere 
and habitual piety, though desirous of promoting the best 
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interests of their children, and -while deeply concerned that 
their daughters are wedded to men of position and means, 
of integrity and abiUty, nay, of religion, will pass ovei-, or 
lightly shuffle by, all questions touching capacity of affec- 
tion or sympathy of nature. Yet one would think a single 
look beneath the outermost vail of appeai'ance might con- 
vince all that, with the answers pi-actically rendered to such 
questions as these, is vitally and indissolubly connected the 
real happiness, or the bitter misery, of after life. One 
would imagine, too, that it required no very penetrating 
bqulaition into the laws of things, to discover that, on the 
original settlement of such questions, depend unnumbered 
influences, of the most intimate and inevitable kind, affect- 
ing the moral and religious condition of the community. 
One would thick, last of all, that it required a studious and 
habitual opposition to the plainest teaching of the gospe], or 
a blindness wholly marvellous to the nature of that teaching, 
to persist in meeting with a direct negative the Christian 
view of marriage. The teachings of nature and of Chris- 
tianity are here in the strictest and moat beautiful accord- 
ance. Nature and experience testily, for theii' part, that a 
lifetime of cohabitation, where there is no natural, mutual, 
overpowering attraction, no love, is not only a lifetime of 
chi-onie Buffering, an imprisonment in "polar ice," but a 
condition in which eaeh noble and genial emotion is met 
by a subtle poison, pervading the moral atmosphere, by a 
biting frost-wind, where it ought to have found the balmiest 
sunshine, by chilling and withering elect, where nature 
would have prepared for it gentle, fostering rain. Look- 
ing beyond tlie individual victims of such a rebellion 
agiunst nature, to those to whom they are related as 
parents, the aspects of the case, holding still by the light 
of mere experience and common sense, are, if possible, still 
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more obvious and impressive. The education of the family 
circle, no one will dispute, is tlie most important of all. It 
may not be a matter of so common reflection, that the part 
of this education, which consists in express precepts and 
oral instruction, ia of trivial importance compared with the 
silent, practical education of parental life, from the respon- 
sibility of which the parent never escapes for a moment, 
and of which the inflaence, searching and perpetual, can be 
counteracted by no set words, however earnest and well 
studied I If the parents are not united by a love which, in 
its fervid intensity, sets them apart fi-om the rest of the 
world, and causes eveiy other earthly feeling to revolve ia 
an orbit comparatively remote, the unity of the family circle 
is broken. A fetal element insinuates itself into the affec- 
tion with which the cliildren ai-e regarded. They are 
taught by the presence of no mighty and beautiful emotion 
in those to whom they look up, to know the happiness of 
pure affection, to admire it, to aspire atler it. For the first 
few years of life, the parent ia to the child, with hardly any 
qnaUiication, in the place of God. The home is the first 
temple in which man worships. The parent is the imper- 
sonation of perfection. And it, in striving ailerthat perfec- 
tion, aa the child will do almost before he can speak, he is 
guided by no melodious harmony of parental love, embrac- 
ing bis parents and nniting in himself, bis whole nature, 
mtelleotnal as well as moral, may from the first be stunted. 
The mfluences of which we speak are not such as can be mi- 
nutely defined : could they be so, they would bo slight. But 
it ia impossible, on fair consideration, to deny their supreme 
power. It is the enactment of nature, visible in eveiy depai't- 
ment of the physical universe, that the life of the parent, in 
its substance and its form, be, so to speak, stamped upon the 
offspring. No discordance can enter into parental exists 
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enee, without marking itself in the character and life of the 
child. The assumptions of mode and aifectation may fall 
away, but the deepest nature will be transmitted. The 
face may be unmoved before the world, the breast may lie, 
sternly placid, over the beating, bnming heart, but a di'op 
of the internal agony, with all its power to paralyze emotion 
and embitter life, wiU find its way into the bosom of the 
offi,pring. And if all this belongs to the most practical and 
homely truth of nature, Christianity is not less but more 
explicit. It is strange and anomalous that ideas, so poor 
and dishonoring, of the formation of the nuptial relationship 
should prevail, considering the august and peculiar place 
accorded to that relationship by Scripture. The family 
relations are those habitually chosen to Illustrate the most 
sublime conceptions which are brought by Scripture before 
the mind of man, — the relations between the Persons of 
the Trinity and the Saviour and his church. St. Paul does 
not scruple to malto the love enteitoined by Chnst for his 
redeemed the model and mea'iuie of connubial afteetion. 
The Creator in Paradise gave this feehng the expiess pre- 
eminence over all others; the Saviour affirmed his words. 
It is impossible to reflect earnestly on the deep-lying and 
wonderfiil threads of connection, which run through Scrip- 
ture and human history, through Christianity and nature, 
without perceiving that the emotion, crowned by the 
Creator in Paradise, signally honored by the Saviour, and 
measured by Paul by an infinite standard, is that which 
plays, in the natural world, so strange and prominent a 
part ; grouping around itself all comedy and tragedy, the 
life of literature and ai-t, the source of half the nobleness 
and half the crime of human history, unique ia its nature 
and irresistible in its influence, undefinable by any but in 
some way conceived of by all, and known distinctively by 



by Google 



4.21 



the name of love. It admits of no doubt that the existence 
of this emotion is the sign appointed hy God in nature for 
the formation of the nuptial tie, that this is one of the great 
correspondences which pervade the system of things, as 
that of reason to truth, that of conscience to rectitude, that 
of vision to the objects of perception, that of climate to 
natural productions. Without this affection the nnptial 
unity is impossible ; marriage, in the sense of nature and 
Scripture, cannot be. And yet the Christian worid very 
generaUy, if not very explicitly, coincides with the idea of 
Johnson that man-iages might be well enough an-anged by 
the ehancelloi ' TI it the lest of the world is m all pncti 
cal points as much to bhme here is that caJling itRelf 
disfinctii ely Chiist an is frol -jbly tJ e fa<t But it is to 
books not belonging to st iLtly Chiii,tian literature that 
one would point foi the most emptiatio assertion of theo 
retic truth in the mitter In thu <.onclnbun of li^ essav en 
Mirabeau M Coijyle takes occasion fi-omcertui (ir,,um 
stances in the h t y of hii hcio to t his fieij tingei on 
this great social com imdment Aid nt, eon eitiat in 
brief comjass a cutiqie on the writings of C u-rei Bell 
when we say that then cential doctime for the reconstitu 
tion of sociil cthic their ot e lemedy for the cuie of social 
ills, is the peniLsi n ot f oe play to the passion ot love, 
and the abolition ol its C3untcrf(,its 

There being theiefore much ot what is stm-mg and 
healthful m the woiks of Currei Bell can we close with a 
declaration that the region m which her characteis move is 
the highest and pnrest, and that she has solved, or hinted 
how we may solve, the social problems which at present 
confront the earnest and practical mind? We cannot. 
We must record our distinct and unalterable negative m 
either case. The truth she proclaims is one sided. Her 
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e of life is too narrow. The pleasures and sufferinga 
e do not all depend on one emotion though it be 
that of love, on one passion though itself be right. Her 
works are the ovation of passion. It may be true, it may 
be noblo, it may be allied with principle, bnt Passion is 
ever the conqueror and king. The joys of existence which 
have any real point, the sorrows which have any real 
bitterness, are ahke ia the dispensation of Passion. Is 
more than a word necessary to make this assertion good? 
Who sees not more to be desired in the very anguish 
of the love of Caroline or Shirley, than in the blanched 
existence of Miss Ainley? Do we not mark St. John 
Rivers go away, joyless and marble-cold, on his high 
mission, while Passion welcomes back Jane to his burning, 
bliss-giving arms? Where Pasdon appears, all becomes 
real and alive : where Passion is not, the widest philaa- 
thropy, the holiest devotion, are powei-less to confer happi- 
ness. And shall we thus crown Passion, and bend the 
knee before him ? By no means. Passion, when alone, ia 
essentially and ignobly selfish. Despite a barren kindness 
of heart, the existence of Eochester is utterly selfish. JKs 
luckless maj-riage, Ms impure loves, Ms interesting sorrows, 
have eaten up the substance of his life. One would say, 
were he a sound example, that a man was linked by no 
duties to his fellows, that, in a world like this, a man, 
withoHt being coward or csntiff, could be occupied solely 
by self. "Love thy neighl>or as thyself:" know thyself a 
nnit among millions : perform the duties God has assigned 
thee towards thyselt; but value not that self beyond any 
other of a million units. How thorough the revei-sal of the 
whole maimer of Mr. Rochester's existence, which would 
have been wi^ooght by the simple adoption, as its leading 
principle, of this divine motto of Chiistian philanthropy, in 
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whieli is bound up the regeneration of the -world ! There 
mtisi be a love higher than that of mere passion. There 
must be joys, moral, mtellectual, spiritual, whose pure oil 
can make tlic lamp of life bnm as clearly and cheerfully as 
the flame of passion, and tai- more beautifully. To say 
otherwise, were to utter a libel upon nature, to impugn the 
justice and love of God. Of a love, pure and lofty, allying 
US to Grod and man, illumining the universe ai'ound us with 
the mingled lights of heaven and home, Omrer Bell gives 
DO representation, nay, she gives a caricature, which, while 
wondrous ia execution, is utterly felse. St. John had no 
afiection for Jane which could be named love. It is to be 
regretted that she did not think of cutting short all his 
fine speeches, by simply pomting him to the measure 
allotted to connubial affection by Paul, and telling him 
that, unless he felt within him the power to love her as his 
own soul, nay, ivith an unutterable force of aifection to be 
compai-ed with the infinite love of Chi-ist for hie own body, 
his own chm-ch, he committed a sin in askmg her to 
become his wife. There ia an altar on which teiTcstrial 
and celestial love can blend their fires. If passion is the 
whole of love, it must debase and not ennoble. 

When we speak of those practical problems, on which 
Currer Bell has touched, but which she has not solved, we 
refer specially to the dreary pictures she draws in Shirhy 
of the social standing of woman. Mamage, we are told, is 
the one hope of the gi-eat majority of England's danghtei-s, 
a hope destined m countless cases to be never realized. A 
youth of scheming inanity, derivin a fai t a m tion from 
this hope, must fade into a blighted 11 y ge. The 
authority of a lady may be taken n lus f the state 

of the case here ; bat when we as^ t h negations, 
and paragraph after paragi-aph ha. mj I th m on our 
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minds, we have no more, by way of remedy, than aaentence 
of general and valueless exhortation to iathera to cultivate 
the minds of their daughters. There is nothing in the 
works of Cun-er Bell to assure ns that any amount of 
cultivation will produce fresh and satisfying happiness, 
unless that one wish which she points to is gratiiied. She 
indicates no fields of pleasure accessible to all. ■ She exhibits 
not the means of the cultivation she commends, and leaves 
us to guess the connection between culture and enjoyment. 
The hand of this gifted woman had power, we think, to 
paint a daughter of England gladdening and beautifying 
her existence, though the light of passion never rose upon 
her path. But this she has not done. 



The publication of Mrs. Gaskell'a most interesting and 
valuable biography of Cnrrer Bell might seem to requii-e 
the addition of certain qualifying remarks to the preceding. 
Not the slightest modification, however, has been felt to be 
neoessaiy in the view ^ven of the genius and aims of the 
authoress. But there ai-e two cu'cumstances brought to 
light in this biography, which have, in themselves, an inter- 
est and importance justifying particnlar observation. The 
first is, that the ai'tistic instinct of CniTer Bell was, in one 
chief instance, more piercing and accurate, more strictly in 
accordance with the verities of life and nature, than that 
general mode of thought which raled her habitual and 
practised opinions. The central doctrine of her works was 
found to be the sacredness of the natural aifections in the 
formation of the marriage relationship — 1 
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the existence of a distinctive feeling, called love, in every 
such case. It is impossible to imagine that, in those woi-ks, 
this necessity is asserted in reference to the man, but not in 
reference to the woman. AU the power of the authoress is 
exerted to set in strong colors the sense which Shirley has of 
the dishonor done to her and to himself by Robert Moore, 
when he proposes to marry her without loving her : and all 
that is claimed for woman in what Correr Bell wrote wonld 
be at once given up, by the concession, that it would have 
been right and natural in Shh-ley to marry Moore, while feel- 
ing towards him as he felt towards lier. Bat when Cun-er 
Ben became Chai-lotte Bronte, when she ceased to be the 
artist and became the woman, she made this concession. In 
so many words, she declared that " respect," entertained by 
a woman for a man, was a feelmg which could justify her in 
marrying him. Moore respected Shirley very deeply; and 
Cun-er Bell poui's out on him in full measure the burning 
fountains of her scorn, for havhig, in that state of feeling, 
proposed man-iage ; but the heart of Shirley was not so 
sacred or precious a gift, but that it might have been given 
with a cold hand ; not love but respect would have justified 
her in blending her being with another. But Charlotte 
Bronte shaJl not prevail against Currer Bell; this common- 
phice surrender to the dreariest working of social mechanism 
shall not invalidate the magnificent protests of genius. The 
second circumstance revealed by the biography of Cun-er 
BeU which demands a word of notice, is antithetically con- 
trasted with the first. In the one, the womaji was less 
true than the authoress: in the other, the authoress ia leas 
true than the woman. In words clear and forcible as those 
which it was her habit to use, Charlotte Bronte expressed 
her conviction, that a noble and every way admirable life 



by Google 



i26 CUREER BELL. 

could "be letl "by a -woman, with no aid from pasdon, ivith no 
thought of maii-iage. And with this opinion for every day 
practice, the portrait given in her works of ono leading 
such a life is Misa Ainlie, and the place accorded to p 
in the dispensation of happiness such aa was seen. 
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